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- The Ricur HonourasLe 
THE 


| Earl of Shaftsb ury. 


My LORD, | 5, 
Criblers of my Profeſſion, pay ſo natural a Des 
' | votion to GreatneKthat the leaſt dawn of Ap- 
probation from an Eminent Perſonage-, tires 
*em with a more than ordinary Afſarance, and- 
>". 15 Armour ſufficient againſt the Cenſure of the 
World. This, my Lord, has enboldened me to that 
height, that Tcan confidently ſcorn the malicious Critick 
enthebne fide, and the revenging Jeſuit on the.other; 
for what blinded Bigot will dare ſhew his miſſive obe- 


. dience, when your LLordſhip's Name (the greateſt Charm 


agauaft all their Sorteries:):}appears to, own me ?. Your 
Leethip's:Name; which muſt bloſſom on; the, Records of 
enivlaieſ Poſtetity. - It would be needleſs ini me, to de- 
Clare.how well your Lotdſhip! has deſerved. in England ; 
1t:1s a Theam; of which the moſt ignorant of the Orcades 
rms ara which, the moſt.envious-of; the-Court: muſt 
acknowledpe. ; Os 19. its -greateſt Exigence, bas 
A found 
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The je Evite Dedica 
found your Lordſhip its” faſteſt F riend, Es i at that time | 
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too when honeſt actions were * perform” 5 in dang cr, , when 
the ſword of Damocles hung over the heads of the moſt 
zealous Proteſtants. But*tis not enough that the world 
acknowledges your Lordſhip the greateſt of States-men, 
unleſs it does your Merit thathuſtice;to own you e bol- 
deſt and the loyalleſt too,:: for State-policy is' of that 
comprehenſive quality , and includes ſuch , Motions of 
that trangelywiſtagh Latitude,) that y can Fuely cor 
pare if woes Þb2 of Ire; it &ither? refihes f 
Oar,. and mints the very Gold that adorns: the ro 
Palaces of Kings,or forges out the Thunder that deftroys 
'em. Nay, too often that very Policy that has the fai- 
reſt face of Allegiance , whoſe Counſels ſhould be a 
Guide and Light to Majeſty, C for without derogation 
to the Divinity of a Crowd, Kings arc lomerancy E 

Men )©is'but the meer Exbalation: of Greatneſs ,*#Va- 
pour which the Breath of 'Soveraignty raiſes higher or 
Tower, whilſt ( like the Cloud that either rains, hails; or 
ſnows ) 4t* either cools or warms- but with the' Air i it 
meets with. | And thus: the 'States-man that: ſhould be” - 
the Counſelfour; is but the Eccho of Power, rather the 
Miniſter of his Prince s'Pleaſure than Glory; andfo little 
executes the-great Office he undertakes, that he is ſcarce 
the ſhadow of what he repreſents. ->Bur. all ſuch flacter= 
ing and mercenary ſervice, your Lordflup's: bfavesBoul 
abhors, whilſt yourundautited Councels are unfhockr 
by Frowns, and unbribed-by.Hanonrs. | Oar England 
has in ONE circumſtance. the fate! of Troy 3) our: Eſtablitht. 
Religiou is is -our true Pallathumyandiwhillt that is preſer- 
ved, we-are invincible; ws: by all:che Hoſtility 'of the 
world ; 
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world; but that once gone, ou 


ſhip moſt ſtudies to,ſecure that 


SGIFTE 
faith: 
= F: Us 

% 


- if they will take laure tot 


< 
we P's Las - I n ESE ITY " 
APE As at eo ee 5. Ae 
© EST” F< 8 Fe RR SOR ESIVE i > EET ©. Sap Li PS 
E 7 et ff 3; | EC SH A Sn Ms OY = 
pe LE *%* ” , © Es I . 4 * hs 
2 RY 5 
" TS. EY be, 
\ 8 bad : "2h % E . 
” A Fs os St 3 4 % 
T7 : - £5. Iv 3-4 q 
” 
* %, " ; p 


at ONCE gone, our ruin'd Tromovant is but 
af naivertl Confgracont ang 5 Ret nord: 
ſhip moſt ſtudies to. ſecure that Palladium, maincains the 
brighteſt Jewel in his Princes Crown, and js. both his So- 


gs Co yy {35s « Cad — 44> ini 4.n $636k 4 a; < 31.44 
n's beſt Subjec , and his Countries trueſt” and 


leſt Champion. Eo fe 2 he 
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Thus whilſt there is that Party for whoſe Nefeat-ygur 
Lordſhip has ſo ſtrenuouſly and fo. jultly labgur'd, you 


| have onely acted as an Engliſh Patriot : Your unfathom'd 


Depths foreſaw the dangerous Faftion, no lels threat- | 
ning than a growing Pha#or; and in your Lordſhips vi- 
gorous and indefatigable oppalition; your, very, Enemies, 
ink, muſt with ſhame. con- 
fels your Memorable and Loyal Councels have with a 
plain and unclouded Aſpect ſo much tended to an uni- 
verſal and. eternal preſervation of Peace, that all men of 
ſenſe. muſt plainly ſee you -wonld rather fide with a 
counſelling Phabzs, than 4 deſtroying - Tupiter-; would 
rather by your timely advice prevent the Combuſtion of 
a world , than call down Thunder too. late to puniſh 
the Incendaaries. pr i 


. Thus your Lordſhip's unwearted Service to, your King 


= 


| ie Cry. muſt undoubtedly ſpring from an/unque- 


jonable Principle of Loyalty:and as no little Argument 
for it, If Loyalty were. ever truely generous, 'tis 1n your 
tue, *tis alone its own Reward; .. ou. { 

And now I cannot but reflect on your Lordſhips 
numerous Enemics,.. nor better .rank 'em than, ;under / 


* 


theſe three Files. Re | The 


Lordſhip ; for with the Philoſophers deſcription of Ver- 


"$a Fe OS. 


Th js Ei Dey. 


7 he firſt, "De Romiſh Zealot, 2- certain. Fe of 5 
norant Deyote, to. whom the very Fundamentals of bs 
Religion are as unintelligible 'as the Lang age his Pray- 
ers are in. *Fis true, Rome has a wiſer fort of Diſciples, 
of which is:the perſon of Senfe and Quality ; but then 
conſidering ten to: one his. Anceſtors. were all of his 
opinion, be thinks. it inconſiſtent with his glory. either 
to examine or alter his Faith on any Terms, leſt in fo 
doing he ſhould in effe& call his Forefathers all Fools, 
and give his whole Generation. the Lye. And thus by 
a certain kind of - wilde- Triſh Honour , who 'draw with: 
their Horſes tails for. the reputation of their Grand- 
Gres ; their infatuated Zeal is entayled upon em, and. 

they hold their Titles by no other Tenure. ” 


The fecond fort is. the :abitons Libertine; who al- 
ways fi ſides with the Rift ing Party ; ; Who: tho indeed he is 
of no-Faith at all, yet appears as zealous for a Religion 
of Quality, as a $ aniſh ew at Maſs, and rather than. 
- Rand out when bis Intereſt is at ſtake, would-ce'en. turn 
Mahometan, and almoſt circumciſe to be Great. 


The laſt Claſs is a ſort of People of neither Birth, 
Principles, nor Eſtates; a kind of indigent Bullies, who: 
in al] Companies run down Religion and Property, be- 
cauſe 'they have neither Conſcience nor Lands to loſe ; 
and therefore are for Change at any Rate, and deſire 
Fumulets one] y to. ſcramble for Bread. 


If theſe are your LO Enemies, F will not be 6 
119- 
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| impertinent. as-fo ell thi world n w o o are your Friends: 


But to cxcule alt the Diſcouitagements-you meet, if your 
ip's Truth and: Deſert are nor always proſperous, 


xrd{hr ways 
*tis onely where your Oracles have had the fate of 2 Pro- 


phecying Caſſandra. . 


However, JRL Te or depreſs « your Lordſhip 
preſerves an equal Serenity of Minde ; and whereas the 


your glorious Toyls, by ſaying your Zeal's too violent ; 


your Lordſhip may juſtly make this Anſwer, That your: 
Vehemence, like the fire in the Flint, never ſparkled 


till ie was ſtruck from you, and that too by the ſevereſt 


Stroke, that all. good men ſhould moſt ſenſibly feel, 


your Countries imminent Danger. Nor is your con- 


tinued Scrutiny into Reaſons, Policies, Men, and Man- 


ners, the whole Fatigue of your Soul; for to draw the 
true portrait of the Earl of Shefidbury, he is a perfe&t 
Character between the reftleſs Alexander and o {ul- 


ten Dzogenes ; you want the head-long Ambition: of the 


firſt, and the Moroſeneſs of the laſt ; and between *em 


both, at once you ſtudy and*enjoy the world. 


And if a your more ſerious Afairs, ſo meana_ 


Trifle as a Play may intrude under your Lordſhip's Roof, 


© this, of all Pocms,may moſt preſume 3 tor 'tis your Crea- 


ture, and owes its very being to your Lordſhip : for as 
Plays and Poetry ſhould make the diſcountenancing of 
the greateſt Vices their chiefeſt Theme, 'tis your Lord- 


ſhip's: unmasking of Rowe that gave me the Light to 
' chuſe my Story : And * tis by your Lord(hip's influence 
ro0 - 


Malice of your Adyerſaries would caſt an Aſperſion on - 
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L6rdſhip becn-an- Bnpliſh- Cicero; 'and-*by your: timely 
Wiſdom - and Eloquence ſtood up 'in your Countries 
Deliverance | - by ; this_time perhaps our Catalmes had 
been vi&orious ; and then the melancholy Muſes /mniſt 
have cryed, _ FIR E be 
| Inter Arma ſilent Artes... 

© Or if at laſt the Theatre had e're revived again, this 
prophane Heretical Play muſt never have dared to have 
looked Light 1th' face. | 


But if any of my Critical Readers ſhouldtell me that 

I have laid more to the charge of my.Petticoat-Pope than 
Story will warrant; if ſuch an Objection be, I have onely 
this way to make my Excule, and reQifie my Miſtake ; 
that is, -by begging her Succeſlors to ſhare it amongſt 
*em : for there have been Birds enough of that:Feather 
through all Ages, to challenge all the borrow'd Plumes 
| T have.given her, were they ten times as many as they 

are. | 

But now, as I am a Stranger to your Lordſhip, ſhould 
your-Lordſhip ask who. this bold Preſumer is that lays this 
Poem at your feet; am aThing ſo nameleſs, and ſo-incon- 
ſiderable, that I can onely deſcribe my felt. by Negatives. 
And firſt, I am no Temporizer, as your :Lordſhip.may 
believe by the choice of my.Subje& : next; I am no/Po- 
Jitician; for that Scribler muſt have' no proſpect tots 
Intereſt, who dares affront ſo numerous'a Party that are. . 
as 041959 119, Vo £17 p 36 oi: * 
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ſo powerful a Sg Jus ww, | vg: amno. 
Hypoctite;; for I ytige T3 [Sik Clod- 
pate's Fidler, , that fings aſt 7 od Mi 


"x belive this | plabi dealing may. have gain '{ me's great, 

3 many Enemies; "but cannot be concern'd at their Ma- 

' lice; ſince it ge 'me he glory of Publiſhing my 
ſelf, 


My Lord, © 


Tour Lordſhip's 
moſt obedient, and 


moſt humbly dewoted Sermant ; 
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dinal, and La 


Lorenzo, * a Conrtier of a mean Extra& , preferr d _ = 
luft of Cardinal John, and privately her Inamorato. 


Amiran, 4 woman in the habit of a Page, a ſworn Confe- 
dent tothe Intrigue of opal and Rhemes. 


The Duke of Saxony, at preſent a Gue$t in Rome, brought 
thither for the love of a beautiful Roman 16. called Jy” 


Angeline , to whom he is newly married. 
Angeline, his Dutcheſs. | 
Carlo, his Servant. © 
The Gonfftory, of Cardinals. 

The old Duke of Saxony's Ghoſt 


288 Prieſts, Reveble, Romans, Witne ſer; with Meengers, 
£ Servants, and all other A Hendants. | 


> The SCEN E, R OM E. 


FI = PEQISE- j . « 
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Is xony and Ae with Atendants, | X 


Sex. Y deareſt ngeline,;; my ſofteſt Bride! | 
Oh never did the Rifing Sun falute. . |. 41 1 4, 

A man more happy;- or 2. day. more glorious'r 7, voy 
Laſt night, our Nuptial Coronation night: 
Ohthe vaſt Scenes of my immortal Joys! . .. | 
To what high Orb of Glory amTwrapt? + _ 15.07 das 2 
So a tranſlated Soul caught up to. Heaven, ber Toft 
Stands on the Battlements of his new Paradiſe, - 
And with a wondringeye ſurveys how far 
He has leftthe diſtant under-world beneath him. 

Ang. My deareſt Lord, this is extremely ew 
And I, methinks, have ſuch an..cqual ſhare. 
In my dear Lordsdelight, that lo my Lord, 
Something I had to ſay, but I want words, 
Oh ler my Bluſhes ſpeak thereſt, for I am 
Too young in Love to talk. 

Sax. Bluſh on, ſweet Innocence. 
Bluſh till thy burning Cheeks © | 
Glow like the Incenſe on a Veſtal Fire, 
Then in my Arms let thy warm {weets expire. 
But tho? I am ——— ., 
Encircled round with all he Harmon 
OF Soveraignty, Power, Wealth and He Honours, , tre ne 
"0 B Whilſt 


4 


Cz] 
Whilſt Fortune ſings-above, and pleaſures dance around-me -- 
Nay, to ſumm. all, though: I have Thee, a Treaſure 

So far above th? enjoyment of. a Crown | 

{-For Crowns thee world has-brighter, Beauties none. ) 

Yet with all. theſe TI amnotintirely happy.. 


Oh, My ze, Thad a Father, | _ 

Whoſe Blood, whoſe Royal Blood'is unrevenged. : is 
rg.. And does that melancholy thought ariſe TE 

At this-untimely hour ? 
Sax: Yes, my ſweet Angeline, Ihad 2 Father, - 

A Prince ſo-Excellent, fo truly. Noble, 

Too good:for this baſe world, and- yet from this 

Baſe world too early raviſh'd to the Stars. 

For-in reward of all his manly Virtues 

Was this unhappy Prince moſt baſely poyſoned : 

Nay,. poyſoned by a Prieſt, his ſavage Confeffor. 

Thiat ad Slave that fed upon His Smiles, = 

Filld -the dire Bowl; -and whilſt the canting Villain | 

Was whiſpering Heaven into his Ear, could lift | of 

Domnation to his Lips ;.-but by what motives 

Tqſuch Ingratitude, Heaven only knows. __. 

Ang. My Lord, Icandbt'blame your Noble Piety. 
Butnow conſider ſeven lofig years are patt, | | 
And in that time the mourning Robe Thould fire 
Be quite worn out. - | : 

Sax, Never, . my Angelrne.. ES WT 
Methinks Pve ſtill the-poylener in my eye ; 


That white-faced Dog, that yvenom-manch'd Mungril: 
None of our burly, ftnitting*Gown*men, | 
Whofpamper'd with theRoman Altars Luxury, 
Swell and grow fat with the rich Churches Riot, . 4 
But ahin meagre Eunuch-featurStarvting © ©; 
Lean even with ſurfeiting, his Looks as pale: 
As Envy, but his Soul as black as Hell; 

Ang. Why theſe: rough” blafts Cuncalm your fveeter Airs !- 
What:though the Villain could eſcape your fury, | 
And by his flight protethis impioashead?* 
For ſevenlong years concealed from your' juſt Rage ; - by 
-24-bb fo IN9 -- 
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No doubt, 'erethis, Heaven's longer Arm has reach'd him, 
And finiſhed your imiperfe& Vengeance'for you 3 
Puniſhing his Crimes by his untimely Fate. 

Sex. That's not enough t'appeaſe a Fither's Ghoſt, 
Blood requires blood, and vengeance weilds a Sword 
That cuts on both ſides : | "OHH 
Guilt ſhould find Pains onearth, as well as Phgyes in Hell. 
But where the ſafe Offender lives | 
Till the ſlow hand of Chance or Nature ftrikes, 

It blunts one edge of Fate. * 

Ang. Divert this fullen thought, 

And tell me who amongſt our Buftling Cardinals 
"That flock from all the Corners of the world 
To tug for Rome's bright Tripple Diadem 

You think will next fucceed. $a. 

S$x. I neither know, nor care, © 
_, Butcould they chuſe a Pope'that had the Keys 
_. Of Hell, as well as Heav'n, and would bekind 
And lock that Poyſoner from the infernal Jayl, 

Till T- had but one dear pull at's Heart-ftrings, 
Next my dear 4gel;ze, Td chuſe no Saint, 
On this ſide Heavea buthim. - | 


Enter ſeveral Cardinals, croſſing the Stage. 


ng. Still, my loved Lord, you 'make 
Your felf, and your poor 4vzelint uneafie. 
But ſee the Cardinals flock to the Conclave. 
Now were I Confefſor to theſe grave Lords, 
I would lay odds, there's not that Prieſt amongſt%em 
But has ſo great an Itch to be a Pope, = 
Thaton my conſtzence he'd ſhake hands with Heaven . 
And fairly quit his hopes of Crowns aboye 
Proudly to lord it over Kings below. 
But ſee the pomp encreaſes. 


2: Enter 


[47 


Enter John, , Lord Carainal of Rhem es, with his Artendants z crofe- 
þ ing the Stage. 


Sax, Look, my Angeline ; 
Seeſt thou that face ! 
Angel. That gay effeminate Prieſt. 
Sax. By all my hopes, by the dear charms of Vengeance 
My Father's poyſoner : Carlo, dog that Cardinal = 
And from his Followers enquire his name. [ Exit Servant. 
Ive found him now : he lives, ye Gods, he lives. 
But is the Villain made a Cardinal ! 
Good Heaven, can it conſiſt with thy or Juſtice 
To dreſs a Monſter in a Robe fo Prince 
Ang. My deareſt Love, no doubt he Sos been preſerved 
By Miracle, advanced to all theſe Honours, 
Givenas a Brand, not a Reward from Heaven'; 
Raiſed only to this height to fall a greater Sacrifice. 
Sax. Yes; my beſt Life, thou haſt: it, Flad I ſtabb'd 
This Monfter in the fa& ; 
Or brought him in his naked Native Poveny, 
A Ragged Ruſſert Prieft to a Tribunal, 
How little had I paid toth'* injured Manes 
Of the great Duke of Szxozy. But now . 
Thanks, my kind Stars, he is a Prince, a Cardinal, 
Fit for my Father's ViQtim, Oh, Dre Urpve.. n line . 
To ftab him in the publick. Foal ER. errors 7 
Ang. How, my dearLo rd! oh algae) ol 
Sax. Yet let methink again :, -... 
So 1n the Senate fell the mar Ig Ceſar: 
we that's a Fate too ff eas fora Villain”: :: 0617 
2g. Oh, Sir, ta 99k fog wild reve > vmrio3zlY 
 TLeſttaking of Fils FR agrines hn rc — | rr he? 
And do you love your pr no. better — 
Than to endanger her dear Lord? | 
Szx. Thy Reaſons and thy Love ſhall guide my hav: 
Pll take thy kind advice and move more calmly. 
Raſhneſs and Vengeance riever were Allies : | 
Revenge 
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Revenge 1s witty when it walks, not flies. 

Conſider too Iam in a Chriſtian World ; 

The Court of Rome, the Head and Spring of Juſtice. 

A Ponyardand a Sword are Arms too bright : 

A Scaffold and an Axe ſhalldo meright. [. Exeunt. 


SCENE LE 
© Cardinal John, Lorenzo and Amiran. 


FZohn. Now my beft Love, we are in our private ſtate, 
I thy kind Fu»o, thou my faithful Zove, 
And our ſworn Loyal Garimede alone, - 
And now weare our ſelves. 

Zor. Yes, my dear mask'd Divinity : | 
We are the only two that know what Freaſure - 1 
This borrowed Casket holds, and I the Lord that wear it. 

Foh.- Thus far has my Diſguiſe, and my Deſtgas 
Deceived the blinded world ; for ſeven long years 
My Arts and Sex concealed : nay, and to heighten 
The miracle, 1 have lived an undiſcovered Woman, 
Bred amongſt Prieſts, high fed, hot-blooded Prieſts, - 
Thoſe long-wing'd Hawks at. all the. Female Game: A 
Yet I've defyed their keeneſt eyes totrack me.; k 
Icould grow proud with the imagination, 
And talk as big as a viQtorious Lover. | 

Zor. But how mnch prouder would you talk, ſhould Romes 
Great Lottery in this Election throw 
| Her Diadem at .your Feet. 
.-#Foh. That were Fates Maſter-ptece. 
Glory, bewitching Glory ; oh, for-the Popedom ! 
Bring me ſome God, or what elite power beſide, 
Some kinder Devil, but toth* Kkoman. Chair, 
And I am thy Slave for ever. How *twould pleaſe me 
Toreign the Chriftian-World's dread Thunderer all 
The day, and thy ſoft Yezxs all the night. 

Zor. My beſt dear Angel : | 


Alas, who knows but fortune may be kind; An 
al | And 


[6] 
'Andthe fair Lot fall to this fairer hand. 
Zoh. Yes, *twould be kind indeed ;. grant That, and I 
Have all my wiſhes inboth worlds complete. 
Yes, I could makea Pope, and like. that proud 
Stupendious thing ſirat the Helm of Heay'n, 
And with my Breath unlock the Gates of Paradice. 
Let em but bring me golden Offerings, 
And I would make Heavens Chryſtal Hinges fly : 
Fill my Exchequer, and my Py 
Should ſoon be empty. Yet methinks for our 
Stoln pleaſures ſake, 1 ſhould be kind to Love, 
And ſell my pardons cheap to poor expiring Lovers.” 
Zor. The SubjeC gives you mirth; I ſee your Tranſports - - 
Have made you witty. | | 
Foh. Yes, and ſerious too. 
Could I but reach the Roman Diadem ; 
Id fit within my Romes ſeven Hillsas glorious 
As once the fam'd Semiramis within 
Her Babylonian Towers. Her Female Hand © * 
Did the worlds Scepter guide, and why not mine ? 
A Kingly Soul her borrowed manhood wore; 
Whilſt like a God ſhe ſate within her Cloud, 
And moved her world beneath her. 


Enter Servant: 


- "Sex. The Duke of Saxony defites admittance. Dp 
Zoh. Oh, in theſe lines he tracks his Father's poyſoner. 
I ſee ſeven years have not quite worn my Face out. | 
Admit the harmleſs Bluſterer. [ Exit Servant. 
— Tis true | | 
Once two whole years he had me in the chace. 
Then but an inconſiderable Monk, 
Too weak to grapple with fo fierce a Hunter, . 
Through all Diſguiſes, Shapes and Names I dodged han, 
Till the cold ſcent made him giveo'r the Game. \ 
But I am above thee.now. Yes Prince, T had 
Intelligence how.the famed Roman Beauty - | 
Had brought thee from thy Saxony to Rome:: And 


C21] 


And well foreſaw this Face here would ſoon rowze 
A ſleeping Blood-hound. But, alas, weak Champion, 
We come: prepared to meet thy feeble Rage. 


Enter Saxony, nſhered in by the Attendants of Rhemes. 


| Sax. Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, for to that name 
Your prodigal Stars have called you. Oh that SpeQter ! - 
Foh. Young Saxony go on. 
Sax. Yes, Cardinal. | 
Hither I come to wake your drowzy Conſcience, . 
And tell you, that this Scarlet. Mantle ſhrowds- 
That canker'd .Fiend that ſtung my Father dead. 

Foh.- How, my young Lord! | 

Sax. Yes, my young poiſoner; 

Foh. Before I anſwer” to this peal 'of Thunder, 
F ought texamine if Tam more'than Man, 
For Fleſh and Blood ſhould-tremble at thefe ſounds. - 

Sax. And does not thine? 

Fohn. Mine ! 

Sex. Yes, thine, proud Prieſt. does-not a-Tifing damp 
From the cold Vault thatholds my Fathers Bones, 
Freeze thy black Blood, and make thy ftaggering Frame 
Shrink at my Vengeance. - Ret 

#oh. Harmleſs Thunderer, no: 
The feeble blaſt flies o'er this Princely Tower: 
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And not one Column ſhakes. bl 
Sax. Triumphant Impudence ! 


CanIbear this.! at thy rank Soul. [ Draws.” 
Lot. Forbear this Inſolence. 
Szx. Unhand me Ruffians. 
Zor. Hold, deſperate Lord.: Life but an Arm once more 
Againſt that Lite, and by the Gods, thy Soul. 
Attends thy Father's Ghoſt. | 
Sax. How. Braved by thee ! 
And what art thou, Domeſtick; ſmall Dependant ' 
On that prond Thing; Heaven, like the Sun in Z2ypr, 
Has warm'd that venomous Dirt into a Monſter, - 
And thou'rt a Bubble in the Mud beneath hum, Zor: . 


[3]. 


Zor. How, ſawey Lord ! k | 
Foh. Lorenzo, hold. * Young Saxoay, no more. 

Sax. Dared by his Slaves ! can I bear this, and live. - 
Some Agne chill my Veins, or fome kind Palſey 
Unnerve my Arm, - left it out-run my Reaſon. _ 

Zor. Raſh Prince, this Fury does not fit this place. 
Think where you are ! | 

Amir, Yes, Sir, think where you are. 

Within the Palace of a Roman Prelate, 
A place too ſacred —— 

Sax. Peace; ye Limbs of Vengeance. 

Dare you preſume to prate ? Becauſe that Wizard 
Has to damnation ſ:gn'd and ſealed his Soul ; 

To fill the pomp of his infernal State, 

He has wiſely bargained with his Patron Devils _ 

For this young Imp, and thattall Fiend to guard him. 

Foh. Hold, Sir, we underſtand your provocations : 
And therefore can forgive theſe wild Excurſions. 

But to reſtore your peace, you ſhall haye Juſtice. 

Sax. I will have Juſtice, Prieſt, 

John. Firſt I confider you're the Heir of Szxony ; 
 Andto all Princely Blood my Soul pays Honour. 
Next, you have a Father loſt, a'murderd Father : - 
Ando all Greatneſs in Diſtreſs, Humanity . 
Commands my Pity. Laſtly, I am a Church-man, 
And ſhould diſgrace the Sacred Robe I wear, | 
Should1 attempt to ſtop the courſe of Juſtice, 

Or make the groaning Ghoſt of Saxozy _ 
Unfatisfied. Well, Sir, I am your Mark: 
Now name me both my Judge, and my Tribunal. J1- 
Sx. Bold.Cardinal, Itake you at your word : 
And bring my Cauſe before the Confiſtory : 
There, it thoudareft appear — | 

Fohn. Dare ! yes, as cheerfully 
As a young Lover on his Bridal | Night. | 
But meet me quickly there. For know, young Prince, 
Iam your Accuſer now, and not you mine. 
Your Tongue has rais'd a Bliſter on my Name, 


F of 


Canker'd 


Fd 
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Canker'd my Glory with the Brand of Murd'rer, 
Nor can I come too ſoon to'th* Ear of Juftice.”' | 
Make haſte, young Duke ; for I have a wounded Fame - 
Muſt, be made whole again. i 
Sax. Yes, my brisk Prelate, 


Meet me this hour. 
Fohn. This hour Tilmeet you there. = 
Sax. And then---- - [Exit Saxony, 
Fohn, How I could laugh at this poor Animal. 

Do; hunt me cloſe : and ſcent thy : Father's Blood. 

But know, hot fool, I have the Prieſt to play. yet; 

A Roman Dance'to lead you. I could hug miy lf - 

For my rare Miſchiefs.. Oh my fertile Brain !- - 

Why was not I the firſt created Woman ? | | 

*Sdeath, I'd have met the ſubtle plotting-Serpent, 

And by my Arts blown up the ſhallow Fiend: 

Thus from its'doom the threatned world recall ; 

And countermine the loſt Creations fall. | [ Exon. 


The Scene changes to the Confiſtory. 


Firſt Cardinal. Brethren and Partners inthis Royal Seffjons; 
This fair Divine Aſſembly, in the Name © - 
Of Albert Duke of Saxony : 


I bring a Cauſe before this great Tribunal, 
y the Ear of Heav'n, his Princely Father's Murder. 


Wo 
Card.2. My Lord of ſillains Reverenceſhip ſpeaks well : 


But why, my Lord, this Tryal at this hour: . 
Think of the properer Buſineſs of the Day, 

The new EleQion of our Heavenly Vicar. 

Does not that Throne ſtand empty ? By my holy Dame 


- Tis fit that firſt we ſet a Head on headleſs Rome. 


Card. 3. My good Lord Cardinals Reaſons would be juſt 
In any caſe but this; but know, my Lord, | 

It is a member of our own Society, 

That ſtands accuſed, the Cardinal of Rhemes. 

And ſhall weentertain a Murderer, 

Within theſe Sacred Walls, and at this time too ; 

FD 23 Il C When 
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When Heavens Commaliions are: juſt iſſuing -out 
To chuſe a Brow from out this Royal Synod - 
To wear th*Irnperial- Mitre, and to Reign 
Remes Lord, Heavens Chancellor, andthe great Keeper 
Of the bright Seals of Paradice. - And ſhall we - 
Amongſt this glorious Conſtellation harbour Ly 
A Murderer, have his black injpious hand 
Be mix'd ambngft theſe Princely Candidates, - 
And len at ng Roman Diadem? : 

Card. 3. You, my good Lord of mar Lc the nk. 
Of the whole Conf ory. . We-and if -% 
4 Jenn it juſt; that the infeted - ag 

urged before we:conſecrate the Head: 
TY orth then, Mberr, Duke of Sexony 
And Fohn, Lord Cardinal of Rhemes, ſtand forth. 


Enter on one ſide the: | Shupe the Duke of Saxony: ow the othey 
** * Lord Cardinal of Rhemeswith their reſpettive Train. John 


Sax. Moſt Reverend Lords, Romes ever awful Senate 
From whole wide Rays of never ſetting ba. 
Truth;.. Faith, Religion grid apy D Sk 
Hither I bring to y your divine Juli ani 1711 
A Treaſon of the deepeſt blackeſt Dye | ID 
That Night e'er ſhelter'd,” or the day ee bluſt'd « avi 
Committed by hat impious. Mere 112T oft ili 
| Lord Cardinal of /Rhemes:: - | Hu! oy CRISS 
Card. 2. Boldly and” bravely, 1: Gr 1:20) r vid bye reg 9oegh 
S2x. But &er I prove'the ibaftroub PBaGb; b have: 
One Grace to beg from this Devout 419% th Tek 
Not-that I- need to beg it. *Tisa Boon: :: oj" 36 
You'll grant unaskidi and petty zhabbhuſt ſpeak: aft 2-: 
Cara. tiiiSpeak freely, ask/withireafon, and! obtain:.” 
Sax. Then 57 wink that dot the Brother-Name | 
Of Cardinal, his Title, Robe or Office ON 
Plead for him, make this whole untainted. _ooy” 
Be over tender of a Sangree SN Limbs. ' 
Becaule a part of:it: | 


136 { 4 | Card, Ar 
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Card. 4. My Lord, you wrong vs;” 
Know who we are, Heavens Roppoſtntarives! B's 
And cari-you think the Tree 'of Paradice « ' '/ / | 
Wouldever cheriſh a.rank' ſpiiricns Branch! ' BYE DT 1 907 
Or we permit a bloody wounded: Stragglet-7 SEL £00k #170 IT GLEP 
To herd forſhelter *iriongft the puter Plock:” | FL I020 4 PILE 
No Saxony ; we drive' him out, and give him | 
An open Field and Law for Life or Death. 
Card. 1. Now, Duke-of Szxoy, plead and'be heind. | 
Sox. Tlhus'then-— that now Lord Carditjafof Rickees, — 
Seven years ago, a-Benediftine' Monk; | 
Was Confeſſor to my-vnhappy Father, - © 
That Cardinal, now: diſguiſed by the falſe name 
- Of Fohn, more like a Robber than a Chrillian, | 
Was then call'd 7Zheodore. -*Twas in that | 
He grew acquainted with my'Princely Farhis. c 
Thus beſt,” thus hogouredgby a riſe fo ſudden 
He won ſo far my Royal Father's Fayour "Lk 
His Ear, his Hand, his Soul was all his own. 
But by what Magick Arts ſo falſe a Snake | 
Could twine within that Royal Princes Heart, - 
Juſt Heaven above, and his own Hells within him 
Can only tell. 
Card. 2. Tothis your Anſver, Lord. 
Fobs. Thus far 1 own my brave Accuſer juſt: : 
1 wasthis Prince's Father's, Confeſſor, _ 
His Favourite, Friend, Confident. 
Nay, the whole Circle of his Deeds, "Thoughts, Councils 
All center'd in my heart. <-- 
Sax. Andinreturn -- i - | 
To all this Honour, hear-his black! itude ; 1 
One Evening, acurs'dhour damn'd from on Eternity, 
This treacherous  Sycophaint being v iey 
With my unkappy: Father in his Cloſet, * 
To make their privacy more cheerful, 
A Bowlof Winewas call for, and about 
* Three hours this Conference held, till hight adjourn'd 
+ The Conſult, and ſofilenc'd *enrtoBed.: 
C 2 Thus 
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"Thus RE 7 fcarce-the Morning Sun- could wake, 
Or inked, waked too ſoon, but this Allarm 
Fill'd the whole Court, the Duke, the Duke is poyſoned. 
We found him raving, all his. Veins on: Fire, 
His reſtleſs Bed more like his Funeral Pile ; 
His-Prieſt being call'd, we found his Chamber 
By th'help of night the Helliſh Fiend was vaniſh'd . 
But oh, be had left his Sulphurous] Brand behind: him ; 
For that was burning 1 in my Father's Heart. 
Card. 2. There's horror in this Deed. Nowby my Holy Dame, 
A thundring Accuſation. But what proofs, 
What Witneſſes for all this Tragick Story. 
Sax." All his Attendants, Nobles, Menaals, oimalt 
The whole {ad Court of Sexozy were all 
SpeQators of their Royal Maſters Fall. 
Bat let theſe few, the Repreſentatives 


Of a whole Mo Dukedom, ſpeak their krowledge. | 
Card.z3. Stand forth, and ſpeak. [ Ore of the Attendants 


- ſteps ont. 
tt. x. Totheſe bleſt Walls I bow, THvf 
Romes ever Sacred Vatican. FOES: 
Card. 1. What art thou | | ; 
Att. 1. A Gentleman, for twenty years a Servant. 
To the great Dukes of Saxony: | 
Cazd.z. Are they all fwora ? be 
Prieſt. My Lord, they are: orig os: 
Card. 3. Proceed. 
Att... Allthat my Prince has ſaid again that Prieſt,” 
Is Oracle, only more truth, and leſs 
Myſterious; and to lay his Father's Murder. 
More clofe to thatungratefal Monſter's Charge. ; 
When:he was told the conſcious Monk-was fled... 
Amidſt hisdying Groans theſe Accents fell, 
And.-is my Friend, my Prieſt, my; Murderer ! ! > 
Heaven, if the Prieſtly Robe, your. own bright Livery: 
Can ſhrowd ſuch Treafon, bring me to that THOR. 
Where th'unoffending, untaught Infidel ' 7-4, 
Sits crown'd, whilſt the Apoſtate. Chriſtian. burns, 2 WP 


| . 
This we all ſwear to. 
AE. All. | | 0:0 
Card. x. Degenerate World, 
Oh, whither art thou faln ! _. 
Att. 2. Hear Me, my Lords. 
I have had the honour many years together 
To have that murder'd Prince no leſs-my charge, - 
Than that falſe Confeſſors ; only this difference ; - 
I was his Healths more faithful, than that Traitor 
His SouPs Phyſician ; and as my laſt Office | 
To > Lord, with my own hand through his 
DifſeQed Yeins I track'd the Drug that killd him. 
He died by poyſan. : 
S$ax.. Truth more evident no | 
Tribunalever heard, no God &er puniſh'd. 
Card. 1. Crimesterrible, ook fkrong, and circumſtances. 
Invincible. Rhemes, What defence oo ! | 
Job; That Saxonys great Dukedied by my hand, 


Iown: 
But that he fell by Treaſon, I deny. 
"Tis the intention of the..mind; and ' not ; 
The deed that makes the crime. Who but in thought 
Dares' lift a hand againſt a Soveraigg Head, 
Es both a Rebel to his Prince, and God. 
But he. 
Fhat: ftrtkesa Dagger to a-Traitor's Heart, . | 
Though ne'er ſo Princely born, does. Heaven good ſervice. . 
Know then, that Traitor was the Saxon Duke, | 
And: I'that Traitor's Executioner. —Y 
Sex, Traitor? "towhat! to whom! . What means the Villain! : 
Fohbn. .Traitor to: Rome, to. Romes Supremacy, , 
'To-Romes: Religion, and Romes God a Traitor... 
Sex. Oh execrable Dog; | 
Card. 1. Mark what you ſay, bold Lord, take heed you lay. not - 
An Imputation on a Princcly Family, [ Zo Rhemes.-. 
Adde. crimes to crimes, and with invenomed Breath - 


Attempt to play the poyſoner o'eragain... ” 
Fohn.. Thea let the an Majetty of Rome: | i - 
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Know, the old Duke of "Saxony held a League - 
Confederate with the German Traytor Damaſus. | 
Card. 2. How that Arch-Heretick, that Arian Monſter, 
Rebel to Rome and Heaven ! ſome bas years ance. diirhyr dC 
Burnt at Raverza. (OE! > 
Fohn. Yes, my Lord, the ſame. - 
Sax. This, 1f the Traitor PFOVeS-—- 
Fohn. This, if 1 prove not - 

Shame, and the-publick: Gibbet brand the Liar. - 
Card. 1. Go on, thou bold Hoa pe 


Sax. Yes, go On. | oy 
Shew thy rank Gaul,: and the thin Veil PORE Ws © ag ici 


Fohn. Thus let me ſpeak. -L \Prodere Ettrers, 
Card. 2. Ha ! wr are thelc. GR 37151779 97 
eh The whole LDiomm w9Sbooon Fiuadners! 


Card. * Let * em be read. 
Card, 4. A Pacquet 
Of Letters to the Duke of Saxozy. 
Card. 3. Let'em be read. - ESTTIOTHtSd 2c; 14 
Card. 4, To Albert, Duke of _ ri) 01 nf Of; pi 
Sir, * [ Beads. 
Cannot expreſs the rranſpor your Regal Buvrellenes geves me, whey 
you tell me your Army is completely raiſed, and that you are ready 
72 their head to ftrike your Dagger in w—_ Gates rug ps ogy _ 
Scarlet proftitutein Aſher—- + 1 7-1 
Card. 2. Monftrum horremaum ? 
[1 Reads, on. 


All the Zevies'Tran'raiſe among the Zojel German Cloifieus ſhall 
. 20t be wanting t0: carry = fo holy a" Har." Continue" ſtill: to. believe, 
that Romes «ſurpt Supremacy,” as. began 'bythe grand Rebel Phocas, 
as it commenced by a Traitor, ſo it is" *waintazed by) an ;impoſtor, 
whilft that very ground that fall tiles it ſelf the ifacted Sheep-fold, 
7s ow malle the publick Mart 's Souls,- the Royal Exrhange:far's 
Trade into eaves, "where Relighdhs toilsict thei Mint; and xm of 
ſits at the Receipt of Cut form, whAP thebroaklSeal>for 1everls 
dons is ſtampt in Gold: 'Þ1 fine," the-Pope with all this 'Zi - the 
| Cardinals, 


B 


g —_ 
_ - 


MESS. 
' Cardinals, is but 4 growing Hydra ; and whilſt your Excellence con- 
rinues your noble Reſolution of being the Hercules that ſhall deſtroy 
that Hydra, you ſhall not want the prayers, nor aſſiſtance of, 


My Zord Your Fxcellencies dutiful and faithful Slave, 
Damaſus. 


Sax. Oh hear me, Lords. 

Card. 1. You ſhall be heard anon, kt him read on. 

Card. 1. To Albert, Duke of Saxony. [ Reads. 
Hhereas yow Royal Excellence is pleas'd | 
Z*eſpouſe the Caaſe of Truth and Heaven againſt 
The falſe uſurping Rome-—---- | 

Card. 2. All the ſame brand. 

The ſame black mark of Hell, we'll hear no more. 

Sax. All Forgery, rank F orgery) damn'd Impoſtor. 

=_ Royal Father ne'er receiv'd one ſyllable 

Of thoſe forged Libels, held no Heretick Leagues 

With any German Traitor. ' = OR | 
- Card, 2. But, bold Defendant, ſpeak, how do you prove 
Theſe monſtrous Libels true ;, this League ; theſe Letters 
Received by Saxozy, and writ by Damaſus.--— 

FZohn. By theſe two honeft Gentlemen. 

Card. 1. Whatare you ? gi | 

Gentl. 1. Two Germans, formerly thunhappy Servants 
Of an accurſed Maſter th* Heretick Damaſas. | 
Till Heaven by his juſt puniſhment had warn'd 
Our wandring Souls, 'and our loft fenfe' reſtored. 

Card. x, And by your, Oaths' thoſe” were: your Maſter's hand: 

Gene. 2. My Lord, they ge. 7, RE 

Card. 3. You ſawhimwrite *em? | | 

Gent. x. Yes. | | 

Card, 4. You knew the whole Conſpiracy *twixt him: 
And Saxony ?  ; _ | 

Gent. 2. We Uid. EO 

Card. 4. Their walks, their motions? 

Geyt. x. All. 

Card. 4. And Romes Suby 

Gent. 1. It was. __— 

Card.q. Lord Cardinals, Romans,Brothers,Church-men, _s 

; Anh: 


= 


erfion was their Theam * 
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Can ſuch things be, and Roman Hearts not tremble, 
Could ſuch a Rebel Duke deſerve to live ! 

Sex. By all that's good, TIlſtake my Crown, my Life, 

My Soul, theſe Slaves are falſe, let *em but prove 
One Syllable in my wrong'd Father's Hand 
To countenance this Conlpiracy : 

Which if they do, make Me your Martyr too, 
| Doom met'a Bowl of my own Father's poiſon, 

_ Adminiftred by the ſame Hangman's hand. 

Card 1. Butcan you witneſs ought of Saxox's Letters 
Received in countenance, and anſwer to 
This Treaſon ! 

Gent. 1. Yes, my Lord. 

Card. 2. Several? 

Gent, 2. Many. 

Which, we as Confidents and Parties 
In the Confederacy, peruſed and read. 

Card. 2. Can you produce thoſe Letters ? 

Gent. 1. No, my Lord. 

For ſtill the cautious Demaſus made his Soul 
His Treaſons Cabinet, all dangerous Papers 
No ſooner read, but burnt. 

Cacd. 3. Politick Devil! | 

Sax. Excellent proof! £ oo 
Oh, Roman Prelates, if you've Truth, Faith, Honour, 
Remove this Cloud that ſhades my Father's Fame: 
This-is all Cheat, Diſguiſe, rank counterfeit. 

My Royal Father wasa conftant Catholick , 
His Faith and Life incorporate, his Principles 
Suck'd in from Romes own Breaſt. 

Card. 4. .So*tis a Sign. 

Sax. And in ſomebaſe revenge, perhaps on purpoſe " 
For his unſhaken conſtancy to Rome, | | 
By that falſe Heretick, and this falſer Prieſt, 

Thoſe very Papers were received, and ſent 
My Father's Soul a Stranger to the Villany. - 
Low as his Grave throw down their feeble Batteries ; 
Oh, Romans, hold theScale of Juſtice right; 


Weigh 


(pT . 


Weigh the true value of a Pritice's Honoury,.. tex GILG: " 


A Prince's Blood- and Life. bir {111 St T0005 IO i113 28 84 br 'A 
Card. 3. Bold Gertnian,. is Romes Wiſdom; and Romes w Cons 


Tobe inſtructed how to judge;or a? if 2- 

- $ax.. And forthat Army which my — rais'd 
"Twas all defign'd to Tight our ancient Foe, 
The warlike: Vandal:: 

Rhemes. That was the pretence; 
But Romes Subverſion, and Religion's Ruine 
Was the Deſign. 

Card. 4. And my good Lord: of Rhemies, 
"Twas in prevention'of: a dangerous Herefie, - | 
And to revenge: our injured Church,” you: gave 
The Duke this poyſon ? 

Rhemes, Yes, my-Lord, I did. | 
But, oh! it prieved. my Soul-to kill my; Prints Sy 
My Friend, my Patron;'.nay; my generous Patron: 
Butin a cauſe ſo juſt, for Rojnes. bright gon Oay-s 
Our ag oe Churches Right, 'Vdnothave pared 2 Brother, 
Father, Friend, Soveraign ; in 'a cauſe ſo good. 


| Kingdoms ſhould groan, and Monarchs ſet in Blood. 


Card. x. Come tb our Arms—!  v 


$13 Card. 2. T* onr 'Arms,. dear Lord of Rhemes. " Eriagig him. 


Card. 3. Reli Ions. Bulwark—— 

Card. 4. Truth's Defender, welcome. - + | 

Card. r. Romes Patriot, and Heaven's Champi , ever r welcome 
Bright Son of Fame, we and our Saints ad wvcoH 5. 
Your Debtors for this meritorious Service, . 1307.6 

Szx. Is this your Doomr! Churchmen you call your ſelves; ; 
Is thisa Church! Reward for murder'd Majeſty ? +42 
Oh I could rave j butLords, I'll reafon.calmly. (=) 
Grant _ falſe Libellers, apd:rhis poyſoner honeſt 
Yes, gran __—_—_ 'my-Father.that lewd thing they paint him: . 
Nay more, ſuppoſe tt*Almighty Rome has Power 
To judgea King, and doom a Soveraign Head. 

Card. 1. a, one it, Sexo ! 

Sax. Yes, luppole'it, Prieſt. 


—= 


Werehe a Criminal, why were notall - eorotslls 
| D Thoſe 


Un 

Thoſe intercepted Letters ſent to Rome, 
And he as an Offender fairly tried, - 
'Eall'd to the Bar, to Romes King-killing 'Bar, 
And his Accuſers met him face to face ! 

Rhemes. T'have waged in 'gainlt ſogreat an Adverlary, 
Had been t'have had our eand-martyr'd Throats 
Both ſilenced, Treaſon huſh'd, Truth undiſcovered, . 
And Rome for ever unrevenged. | 

Card. 1. How, German, 

« 'A private manimpeach an Heretick King, 

Call him to Law, and face to faceconvict him. i 
Does the weak Traveller face the:roaring En 22, 
Or ſpotted Leopard, and grapple Arm to Ara? ro 4 
No, fooliſh Prince, | | | 
Does he not ſtraight fly to ſome hollow Cave, _ | 
Or climb ſome Cedars Top, from hy he pr | 
Does he not watck /a lucky honr, and ſhoot: | 
Thunwary Savage tratl; orin a Fol-/ Kat - 189 ; 
The fnared Devourer ſeize; ard Sir, 18 © COM "| 
Are Heretick Kings eſs Brutes, les Savages | {oo | 
Than Lions, 'Tyijters, Leopards; dt laſs Aco12 biucd Or 
To be deſtroyed than they ? or muſt: Rbwre kill, 2 bl ts ny” of 
By-opein hoftift Arms? The Churcheb fixangth Sr) lr 
Lies not in Spear, or Launce, \oaaugrroey Sel, | 
A Pebble ſlung from out a rre denn Putt 1 &; 
May lira Gianc teat. - 7 HS VR OW 

Sax. How, RomanPrelates; : I & iz 19 002 3Þ9i i 
Are theſe your bh 16.60 YE 23) ondell ig” 
Some pitying;: Saint in my $ | 
And wall Lan ED aye page, 38 2:2) 
Church Hypocrites + ifalſe Baftand. Prophets, ho mneb! 109 1 i 

Card. 1.  Tikke him-away,: 2nd: ſtop the Reilrs Mouths. 

Card, 2. No; kt:himflay; i dnd hoar the voinciof finer F 

Card. 1. py Fu you fpeak?- ] 

All Card. Speak; Lord'of -AMcllrin. | 

Card. 1. Firſt, our whole Confi ſtory votes lite Thanks 
To this illuſtrious Lord. Next, as monument. 29) 
Th an Hereticks infamy ; = the Buulthat- hell: ut! 


T9] 
The facred Deg ntabrarcts Gold 
Recovered, we decree,. that it be conſecrated, 
As an Eternal Relick to the Chappel at 
Zoretto : Laſtly, that he Jlpeping Bones: 
of thedead Saxon Heretick, unworthy 
To mix with the uataineed Royal Duſt ' 
Of his great Anceſtors, be taken apy lt; 
Removed, and buryed 5m unhballow 

Sx. Diſturb my Father's Duft, * har ters 28: amcogh = 

Dares growl a ſound fo. impious?.. p30 
Ye Cardinal Walves, tear up his Royal Bades,. 
Do, if you dare! keep: your Preragative // 
To heftor Kingdoms, and rothag- ride Kings. 


But know, 
We aretoo great, 2nd Saxony coohoneſt..” 


That Blood-hound Prieft, that Jackall Monk thardures. 
With his invenom'd Claws but touch his 'Tomb, 
+ Byall the Conclave Devil, and the Ghoſt 
Of my dead Father, dies upon a Gibbet. | 

Card. 2. Andare we threatned too! By the Divinity 
Of Rgme, bold Arrogance, thy forfeit Head - 
But thruſthimour, . and ſhut our Gates againft hin 


The Scene Jouts pon him, and the Confiftory HT. 


Sex. Farewel, ye Scarlet Blood-hounds: 
Are theſe the Loxds that yoke the Necks of Kings ! 
How ſenſleſs is that dull Imperial Head - 
That makes his Scepter to the Croſier bow, 
By Heavens he's both a Cowatd and a Slave. 
Romes upſtart Idol *bove his Throne he rears, 
And ſervilely createsthe God he fears, | 
Down goes his Majeſty, and downhis Fame, 
Popeis the King, and Monarch but the name. C Exit. 


 Finis Aftus Prim. 


Taxa 
ACT IL 


Saxony My Angeline. 


Sax H Rome, thou once great Miſtreſs of the World: | 
How much thy ancient Royal Capitol . 
Exceeds th'adulterate Vatican , when Pagans 
And Infidels poſſeſs'd thee, they were honeſt. 
The blind kolaters that kneel'd and prayed 
To their deaf, ſenfleſs, Molten Gods, were Saints // + :/; 
bl p- os Church Spawn; - this Neſt of Scarlet Tyrants: 
2, Indeed wy Lot Lord, this ſtrange inverted Juſtice 

| Is on Shan, but bear it like a man. | 

Sax. Yes, when I am'treated like a: man; but bes: : 
Areleſs than Dogs, where baſe-born'Priefts controul. Forts 
I and my Cauſe with all my Joud: tongued Wrongs:- i -{1! 1; 
Spurn'd from their preſence, and my Father's Blood, | 
Of that ſmall value, thatthe Purple: Juice . \ - 
That fills the panipet'd Prelates Epicurean Garge, :/. 
ls ſpilt with more Concern thanithe! Blood of Redd! aA £70 

ng. Calm. your untimely rage; when Ulsare-paſtt- '-': 11 
Redreſſing, and all other hope forſakes us, 
Ratienceis then the wiſe:man's laſt; companion: .. 

Sax. Patient ! oh never, till Romes Confiftory | 
And Juſtice fillone Throne, and.thar wuſtbe- I» 
When contrariegunite, When Truth. and. Falſhood..! | 
Incorporate. Suppoſe my-Prihdely: Father, - :!. ;+ {| 
Had been: an drwap ach but if my -Soul- <4 


"TEE. 


Had been a wn” I Worthy 


Pon 
7 
** 


* Againſt all Honour, Conſcience, Law, Religion? RE 


"Eau 
Worthy the Glory of the Tripple Diadem. 
But to be kill'd by a Poyſoner and a Traitor, 
And lefſes crimes by greater Erimes be 'd ; 


Yes, the whole Conclave hughim for the fa& : 
Come to our Arms, t'our- Arms, dear Lord of Rhemes: 
We and our Saints are all-your \ Debecks.”! 

' Ang. Enough, my Eord:t 

Sax. Yet, what confolnds all humane _ m_ tt 
The Papal, Crown's fix'd on-this Monfter's 
Nay, rais'd too by the:merit of a Poyllonrs 


' MyfFather's blood advanced hm'to the 


m - 

Crown'd him Heaven's Vicar for Hells black Murder. T 

Ang. Yet hold'my-Lord:-: 

Sex. With theſe dama'd Principlesa' begging rue 
Shall ſtab a King, a lowzy tatter'd Monk - 
Be a Monarch's. Judge and Executioner.. | 
Is this the Juſtice of th? Imperial Mitre ! - 
Covents and Cloyſters thus are Romes Tribunals, . 
Daggers and Poyſons are their Axe and Faſces, : 
Pallaces their Scaffolds, andthe Pricſtly Robe: - 4 - 


The Hangman's Livery. "M 


Enter Lovento; Prctda and alin: 


Zor. Seize him. - [Tho ſei thee ; 


Avg. Ha! Whataretheſe?: : 


Zor. lcome to tell you, that your loud-mouth'd Scandals | 


*Gainſt Rome, and\Romes Imperial-Dignity 
Have pulted downtvengeance on your. Dilpemies. 
It is his Holineſs pleaſure that /you ftand ... 
Both excommunicated and depoled, . 
Your Titles, Honours, ' Princi palities- - 
All forfeited and loſt; no more the Duke - 
Of Saxony, but a private -MalefaQtor, . 
Mine and Romes Prifones. : 
ng. Cruel Stars ! 


S$:x. Unhand me.. WO 


Zor. *Tis nan ove ol PACE 

Sex. Toolate 3::::::.7 5 
By what authority, officions Slave - 29H, 
To thy proud Lord, am I thus baſely ſeie'd: x 


beg] 
'Oh, the inhoſpitableWalls pf-Rowet - 11015 fly. + 
Dor. By the Imperial Rotban an, Bt Fel 
1a juſtice to your icapious Execratius. 
Sax. Traytor, 'tis falſe, Roovec' og Tyra ing. 
Tings ; 


If I have done all, T ;am a'Sovgraj 


Only to Heavert ; and that too ngt till death, 
But Romecan both depolc and tnurder: 
So far that pride that. fally ſtyles it felt. . bw” 
Servant of Servants borrows 2 Prerogative. 1 vod tus 
Above its God ; tuch ©lſphorntes art lodged 20 7d 
7a this infallible and univernhil. : rc 
Zor. Theſe dangerous outrages ill fit your fas 
But notwithiftandmg all your jaft Deſerts, . 
Hear the ſoft ſounds of Mercy, STD pl bring; | 
His tender Holineſs in commiſeration \ 
Both of your blooming youth, ' and Princely Hood, 
| Tells youby me, if proftrate on yourknees . _ 
You implore parden both from Heaven and him, - 
That done, the bright Divinity of Rome, . | | - 
Stoops from his Throne, and = his Thunder by... 
T” accept your penitence ; .his Royal Mercy _ 
Shines pity on you. 
Sax. Ohthis proud Church-Gyant ! 
Zoy. This expiatory Sacrifice perform'd 
Your Honours, and r freedomare.reftored. Ry, 
Sax. UnparalieFd | Carkcanon Draw me, lomePainter, 
This Church Leviathan, draw him atfull length ; | 
In ſome deep Ocean, bottomleſs as Hell, - 
And wide as Worlds for his vaſt Bulk to:move in: 
Paint his each breath a Storm, each Rowl a Tide, 
And every Guſt from his impetuous Noftrils 
A Mountain Sea, then write Pope underneath. 
Zor. To this your Anſwer? 
- Ang. Oh, my deareſt Lord, 
Remember you're the Soveraign Duke of Saxony, 
Move not one ſtep below your Princely Honour 
To ſave ten thouſand lives. | 
_ FLor. Adivine Creature ! 


d act 


And faults of Princes ſtand accountable: - WEL Gr oY Et w 
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And 


B23 3 
And worth the pawning of a Soul enjoy. _ C Mbde 
ng. Let him go on,: and lodpe us in a Dungeon 0.46 
Asfar removed from Light as is the Pope from Heaven; 
Before we'll ſtoo oop but to one abje& thought, 
Or bend a Kneet'a Royal: Father's Murderer. 
Zor. Gods, a rare Girly a prize, an excellent prize, . [ Alder 
Sox. Light of my world, how charming is thy pride. ? | 
But doubt not my beſt life, when 1 do _— | 
Below the Glory of my Father's Son, - |. 
Sink me, juſt Heaven, below my Father's Fate. 
' LZor. Conveyhimhence.' This Lady is my charge. 
S$«x. Muſt we two part ? Is this your Tyrantsdoom ! 
Lor. Till csfatory Atoneroen® s. made 
Tohis offended Holineſs ſhe ne'er 
Muſt ſee you more; buthat juft debt once paid, 
Then live and love for ever. 
Sax. Oh this Thunder-ftroak 1! 
Ang. Farewel, my Soul,” my deareſt Lord fronts 
Keep up your courage, your Royal Honour : 
Think not one thought be ow your Princely Birth 
To fave your Princeſs Life, rather 
My martyr'd Blood bedew the ſprinkled Sky, 1:17 ti 
Rather in deaths long Night, aod the dark-Grave. Joliet 
Our Fame ſtill white cur uaftain'd duſt we'lllay' | 


Then move inglorious t'a new Nuptial Day. 
Sax. My Hearts beſt Blood, ani my Souls deareſt Orace, | 


Farewel ; r Heaven ere joyob what Hell OK 
We mect in Glory, or we part-for gver. \ L Zumne french, 
SCENE IL 
The Conclave with the Ceremony of the os inſtallment. 6 
Card. x. Hail, Heaven's great Vicar, uncontroul? 'd dilpoſer p 


Of Crowns and Thrones both. temporal land immerral... 45 
Card. 2. Thou wanderers Night-Star, and Believers Stn. : 


Of Glory. : 
| Cod. 1. The Lordof Soulsand'Worlds, uoiverſal Head _ 
- Of Empires, Principaltes,. Powers,: DONE WE LBATIRYY 
Card. 3. Thou prop and pillar of mo . 
Card. 4. And Baſis of TR Ta: i V IT 
way 


DJ_— Allbail, 


[24]. 
"> 'Card.2. Tocrown all thefe 5 #7 © opined ey 
Thou Servant of the Setvatits of. the mY 021rt 32. T-; 
All hail. STOR? 
Omnes: All hail. 
Card. 1, By thee the humble: reigns, hb proud dehronals 
The Loyal Profelyte fenced inwith glory, -- - 
And the Apoſtatized Rebellious'Hererick | '- : RS] 
| Shut out from Hopes and Heaven” © Fn F 
Pope. My gracious Lords,: fince Rowes Imperial Power 
You to my undeſerving hand have given ;  . 
For my firſt Service'to the Church and Heaven 
How have 1 merited-the prize Thave won, -; ©. 
How little has my humble Nonage done ? + 
When I 
In Saxons Blood did my-young hand embſe, 
*T was but the Snake I in my Cradle flew. Yet bat 
But now our glorious work begins ;. oh- Rome" ii; | 
Our vaſt Hereulean Labours are to'come. / | 
Card. 3. Spoke like the Lord of Rome; your God- like fl, 
The ſole Vicegerent of Omnipotence. 
Pope. Romes ſacred Head, and Romes. ny 
Is the Worlds true invincible Meides > St oft 
Thoſe fabulous wonders Story once did give | 
To that feign'd Hero, in our Greatnels live. 
| Error'sblack Sink is that Augean Stable 
Which" Romes Divinity can only cleanſe. Wc 92 
The growling Pagan,'-and Fanatick:Snarler : _ -; -{ 0; moet 
- Thevanquiſffd-Dogs of Hell; 'the-numerous Heads :;/ ; -+; * 
Of Schiſm and Hereſie the conquer'd Hara 
And when 


Wethe rank blood of Heretick Mona rehs oa 
"Tis thin? tis'thern  - 


We Ne grit Nemeran Monſters kill: 1 20G enmword IG 
Wheti to fummall, toour ſole charge is vive ta IS 
The opioly olute Truſt, and the whole weight Heaven 

The weatted 1x5 -we alone/ſi pply, 


And on Romes Neck" RP cheſippo +248 * [7he 6 Sf 
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P ope, Lorenzo, Amiran. | 


Pope. Hou look'ſtas if thou wouldſt furyey my pomp, 
F | How doſt thou like the Port our Gr bears, 
Do wenot play the Royal Maſquerader nobly.? 
Zor. Aboveall admiration. Wonder it ſelf 
Muft want a Tongue to praife you to the Life , 
And time that eats up Monumeats, wants power 
To bound yourdeathleſs fame. 
Pope. Ithank thee, honeſt Flatterer. 
Lor. But, Madam, 
| You know Pve loved you almoſt two whole years ; - 
Yet what's moſt wondrous, even in your gmbraces, 
Am ignorant what Goddeſs I enjoy. 
Pve ſeen but the laſt page of your greatlife ; _ , 
' The miraculous cauſe of your Sexes Transformation , 
Your ſetting out in your prodigious Race, 
And the firſt mover of your Orb of Glory, 
- Youhave conceal'd from your poor Loyal Slave. 
Why thus reſerved, or why reſerved to me ? 
Be kind at laſt, and fatisfie my long - 
Juſt curioſity. Come bleſs my Ears, 
And let me read the mighty Volume through 
Not that I care three Drachmas for the Story, 
 OnlyId ſeem impertinently kind, > 
And buz about the ears of what I am weary of (- [ ffde. 
To hide my paſſion for the Saxon Dutcheſs: 
Perhaps indeed the Story may have Love in't, 
And that has kept it from my longing ears: 
Alas, I am ſenſible you never came. 
A Virgin to my Arms; and you may ſafely 
And boldly own my wp Prodecefutk 
I can't be; jealous of forfaken Rivals, 
Since now you're only mine. 
Pope, Well, my Zorenzo, EY 
Thou haft conquer'd me. Attend, and glutthy wander. 
Know I was born at ents in —_— 
o My 


[ 26 ] 
My Virgin Name #0anna Angelica, _ | 
My Quality Noble, and my Fortunes ample, 
My Beauty dazling ; and to- crown all theſe, 
My Soul was brighter than the Shrine that heldit. 
Heaven gave me thoſe prodigious depths of knowledge, 
That infinite Mafs of Senſe, that with diſdain | 
, I left my native barbarous Germazy, 
To ſearch the Treafures of the Learned Athers. 
Zor. Theſe Virtues mark'd you out your Sexes wonder. 
Pope. Yes, I already ſeem'd ___ for Greatneſs ; 
As many Languages as Romes proud Hills  , - | 
My Virgin Nonage ſpoke. As m_ Arts and Sciences. | 
As the famed Stagyrite ſtudied to inſpire [4rifotle and 
The Conqueror of the Univerſe, were mine. Alexanatr, 
So far I fadom'd into Books, Men, Manners, 
Reaſons, Religions ; Tcould take all. Forms : 
' The perfe&t Chriſtian, or complete Philoſopher; 
Could give the Earth and the Heavens firſt Foundation 
To Nature, or to Natures God at pleaſure: . | 
Diſpute on both ſides, and on both fides vanquiſh. 
So fair I ſtood for the world's awful Thunderer, 
Wits Goddeſs from. my Brain already born. 
Zor. Your Story breeds amazement and delight. 
Pope. Thus far for a Scholar. 3; 
Now for a Traveller. Athens 1 keft 
To pay a viſit to her younger, but 
Her fairer, and her prouder Siſter Rome. 
And thence | IT 
I paſt through. Zaly, Spain, France, Germany. 
Thus far 1 kept my Virgin-Whiteneſs fair, 
Not but I had all | 
That high Spring Tide within my youthful Veins | - 
"That burſts the Adamantine Walls of Honour, . _ ” 
And makes that Breach where Love and Ruine enter. , : 
But twas my pride preſerved my guarded Innocence. 
Who yields to Love, makes but vain Gs Ben bond? 
And I who had ſtudied alt the greater Globe. 
Scorn'd to be Vaſſal:to. the leſſer world. 
_ Zor. But did that pride continue? 


Pope. No, Zorenzo, | = - he 


EF. 
The Fort was ſtorm'd, and my proud Heart furrender'd. 
My Virgin-Spoils were the great Duke of Saxony's, 
Zor. How, this young Prince's Father ? were you both. 
His Miſtreſs, and his Confeſſor ? COLES 
Pope. Attend me, : 5 i O 
And hear the wondrous Tale. For two long years : 
I lived a Lady in the Saxon Court, : | 
And the Dukes private Miſtreſs, undiſcovered 
' Both by his Dutcheſs, that ſharp watchful Z#xo, 
And this young Prince, that ſubtle Mercury. | 
During this ſpace, by my. cuzs'd Sexes' fate, - ; In 
That doats on its deſtrution, my fond kindneſs 
Daily increas'd, grew to that height till time 
Had blown a ſpark into a conflagration. | 
On th'other ſide this falſe ungrateful Dukes - 
Declining Lovedecreas'd as faft ; _ 
Degenerated to that monſtrous coldneſs, ' 
Till like the North he froze before my Sun. 
Zor. This inhumanity was more than barbaroys. 
Pope. And Irewarded him like a Barbarian. 
At laſt my Patience, Reaſon, Kindneſs, all 
Tired out, my lighted Love at length converted 
To the moſt mortal hate, rage and revenge. 
"Twas then I left his Court. ; | 
Zor. Bravely reſolved ! 
Pope. And weary of my own deteſted Shape, 
I took the habit of a man, and entred 
Pth* Order of the Benedictine Monks. 
Page. But why a Monk ?. why not ta Nunnery ? 
That laſt retreat of all diſtreſſed Sinners. 
Where the poor Nymph flies her falſe Shepherd's Arms, 
Mourns her negleQed Sighs, and fading charms. 
To a Church Anthem tunes her tender Cries ; 
Whilſt like th' expiring Swan ſhe ſings and dies. 
Dor. Yes, Madam, why not toa Nunnery? ef; ft 
| Pope. No; thathadbeen t have publiſh'd my deſpair, 
And given thinſulting Duke too great a Triumph. : -- | 
Beſides a Prieſt was th* Engine for my vengeance, 
Thus mask*d and Shrowded in his borrowed Ruffet, | : 57> 1 . 
: EE: 0778 990:11 003M 
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mckeo the Court I went, in hopes, if poſſible, 
To trace the haunts of that perfidious Duke, 
And learn the fatal face that had deſtroyed me. 
For well I feared ſome interpoſing Miſtreſs 
Had been the cauſe of my Ecclipſing Luſtre : 
And mark how fortune proſper'd my deſign. 
It happened the Dukes Choltly Father died. 
And 1 by my kind ftars, ftrook in, > | 
And was moſt fortunately made his Succeſſor. 
& £07. Moſt admirable ! 
Pope. Thus by being his Confeflor, 
His Boſom, and His Soul was all my own, _. 
My long Prophetick Fears proved but too true ; 
A beauteous Saxon Lady, called Zeomora, 
Was the curſt Raviſherof all my Joys. 
Zor. But could you keep your perion and your voice | 
Still undiſcovered ? | 
Pope. Oh, arabſolute Protevs } 
Bore my diſguiſe ſo well. --— Inſhort, bieLowe 
To this new face, unlike my harder fate, 
Took every day new.Fire, out-ran all Bounds, 
And flow'd as fift asefer it ebb'dto Me. 
Whilſt Iby being his Prieft, chis: Confciencei Confident, 
\ Was Baud to that Intrigue thathad undone me. | 
This {weld my Gaul into the rankeſft nm 
And made my Blood ferment into afi 
And then I laid the Plot for|his de a) 
In the Dukes name I held a dds 
"With Damaſus the Geyman Heretick.' 
Zor. In the Dukes name ? was notthe Duke himſelf 
* Inthe Conſpiracy 2? -:/ 
Pope. By Fove, not:He: 
Zor. Was that your mighty Cauſc-hafore Fay RT > 
Pope. Cheat, Artifice, all-Trick; The Duke, poor-Man, 
Knew not one ſyllable of: the-Confederacy.. 
I treatedi wii. the German, | promis'd him; 
In the Dukes name; :Rebelions,:: \Matinies; | 
To break the Rowan: Yoke,; renounce the _ 
And draw all Ser) tothe: Revolt, :{ : bn iy 
I «Ss the Prince's private Secretary, I writ 


Peg] 
Twrit all Letters, orver'd all Returns BE 
To be direQed to my hand, his Letters bj 
To th' Duke inclos'd in mine ; and thus I gain'd 
The niceſt point of the moſt exquiſite Treaſon, 
At laſt to conſummate my full Revenge, 
I fairly poyſon'd him.- © - 

Zor. Beyondall preſident. FI 26” 
«Never was flighted Lady fo revenged., = 
>Or a loſt Game foplay'd. EH : 

| Pope. *'T was great, *twas excellent. 

And the ſucceſs rewards me with a 'Diadem. 
What nobler heights, or what fablimer Glories 
Than what _—_— and Treafon have atchieved 
Did not the Superſtitious Ancients give | 
Their univerſal God-head to a Traytor ? 

When depoſed Szturn from his Seat- was driven, 
Fove, the proud Rebel, ſeiz'd the Throne of Heaven. 


* Enter Saxony, ledinhby Offcers. 


Zor. Tomy fair Prifoner. "This bleſthouy's my own. FExie. 
Pope. Saxon,'1 ſent for thee to let thee know, 
Thy Blaſphemies have picre'd th? Eternal Ear ;- 
Thy loud licentious Tongne *gainft Us and our 
-——Unſpotted Church, our ever holy Mother 
Wouldjuſtly thryft thee a Rebelfious Son 
For ever baniff'd from the Realms of' Blifs ; 
Did not our Royal interpoling, Mercy | 
Step in between thy angry God and thee. 
Sax. Crs Arroganee, Match me this pride, {| ide. 
Since his firſt proud Original, the gfeat Zucifer 
Led his bright Hoſt ggainft th* immortal Throne. 
Pope. But, Saxox, peace and fafery wallthee' round, 
Heayens and our pardon on thy knees implored, 
We, and our injured Chureh vouchſafe to look 
With Eyes of Pity, open our ſealed: Gates 
Toa repenting Fugitive, reftore | DS 
Thy forfeit Crown, and,noleſfs forfeit Soul. 
Sax. And would the-gilded Pageantry of Rome, 
That upſtart Idol called a Pope | 
Make the great Duke of Saxony Crouch 


— 


BT 


Crouch like a Slave, and bend his abjeQ knee - 

To his Royal Father's Murderer ! 
Pope. How, bold Blaſphemer ! . 
Sax. Yes, bolder Poyloner, to my Father's Traitor. 

"But dares thy baſeneſs think the Souls of Princes 

Form'd of that Indian Mould to kneel to Devils? 
Pope. Ha! Er 45, : 

* Sax. Look big, ſtrut on, yes, baſe-borg Greatneſs, do ; 
Like the black Prince of th? Air, o'erlook the world beneath: thee:” 
But let thy Conſcience tell thy. vaunting pride, 

That thinks it {elf rhe Cedar of 'the Grove, 
That thou artonly a rank Church-yard Cypreſs, 
Rooted and planted amongſt Tombs and Charnels, 
Youſuck'd your Verdure from my Father's Grave. 
 APrinces murder rais'd you to your Throne, 
And.pay'd a Traytor's Wages with a*Crown. 

Pope. Audacious Impudence. - Poor crawling InſeQ ; 
But I am too tame, and ſhame the Throne that holds me, 
I tell chee, Saxo, thou ſhalt groan in Chains. 

| Sax. I tell thee, Prieft, thoulyeſt, 1 ſcorn to groan.. 

Load me with Shackles, torture me with Wracks, 

As numberleſs as are thy Crimes, rank Prelate; 

And know to the confuſion of thy pride, 

My Body is as hard as is thy Conſcience; 

And ſcorns to groan as much as thou. | | 
Pope. Silence his outrage in a Jay], away with him. - 

Sax. A Jayl! ſtay Slaves, uſurping Tyrant tell me 
By what authority the power ' of fe 
Commands the Fortunes, Crowns and Lives of Princes. . 
And thou thar' falfly ſtyleſt thy ſelf a Churchman, | 
Dareſt break a Sacrament of Heaven; Civorgs 
The ſacred Partner of: my Joys and Me ? i: 

Pope The Lives and Crowns of Princes, what are th 
But rhe Creation of our Breath ! ſhall we ©: 3%, BN 
Who from immediate Heaven derived have right 
To make or unmake Saints, want power Yenthrone 
Or depofe Kings, diſpoſe of- Crowns aboye, 

And vet not place *em here ! command Eternity, 
And have mortality controul us? | 


But do1 talk, like adeſcending God | Stoop 


. 
- 


+ 


£353 
Stoop to converſe with poor and hymble duſt. 
Dull Slaves. away. | 
Sax. Yet ſtay, deſcending God, 
And hear what Altar I intend to build thee. | 
If *tis decreed my ſhort-lived Blaze of Glory, : 
A martyr'd Prince's Life like a poor Taper 
Muſt be puffed out by that baſe poylonous blaſt, 
That vengeance which my fetter'd Arms want power 
To give, I willentail upon my Heirs. "= 
Now by my Royal murder'd Father's blood, 
Whoſe each leaſt drop outweighs thy Soul, lewd Prieſt, 
He is a Baſtard to the Blood of Saxoxy,.. 
That ſhall not croſs himſelf but at thy name 
With greater dread than to face an Hoſt of Devils ; 
And incach morning Letany he makes, 
He ſhall place thee before Wars, Plagues and Famines ; 
Whilſt his each Bead that drops a Prayer to Heaven, | 
Shall blend a Curſe to thee. Nay, you ſhall hear | | 
Pope. Ye Gods, his Father's Shane, his Face, his = mn [ Aja. 
Sax. By Heavens, the very Girts through all my Sens 
That have no Weapons above their Needles, | 
Shall in revenge of thy deteſted name, " 
Limb that curſt Head in their embroidered Toys, 
And executethat Monſter in Effigie. 
Pope, His Father's Spirit too! Gods ! ! with what courage £46 de. 
He ſtemms that Torrent thathe knows can drown him. 
Tis bold, *tis bravely bold. Where am I going! 
' Sax. Nay, by my-Soul, I will bequeath my Dukedom 
To Painters and Engrayers to revenge me. . 
There's not; that humbleſt Roof inall the principality 
Of Saxony, that ſhall nothave thy face _ 
Drawn to the life in Hell. Nay, every Portal 
To a Stable, or a Jakes 
Shall have thy Picture drawn upon a Gidber. 
Pope. Remove that frantick Railer from our preſence, 
And lodge the feeble Snarler in a Dungeon. 
Oh ſtay my fluttering Soul. , | [| 4tjae. 
Sax. Yes Fire and Faggot Prieſt, toa Dungeon: . 


Remove me from that O__ Pope . 
Tha, 


[12] 
That fiery ſcorching Dog-ſtar of the-wopld; | 
His unial Air *s too hot to breath in, |] Zxit, forcedout by. 
: the Officer s. 


Manent only the Pope and Page. 


Pope. How doſtthou like this fierce, this hetoring Duke ! 
Methinks he ſtands my rage like a Corinthian - | 
Coloſſus, bears his Brow high-as that Cloud 
þ That thunders round his Head, and his unſhaken Feet 
7 O'er-ſtride a Tempeſt, .and-a Sea beneath him. - 
q Is henotbold, is he not tral} brave? 
Page. Bolder and braver:than a dying Saint, 
And no leſs conſtant. So thiundaunted Martyr 
Smiles at the Stake, and triumphs m the Fire, 
W hilſt his high Cauſe does his great Soul inſpire. - 
If I may ſpeak my thoughts of him, - | . 
Ilike Him better than his Fate. | 
Pope. Oh Girl, thou haft touch'd me to the very heart. 
His Father's Courage, Form, his Father all ; 
Thoſe very eyes that ſtabb'd my Virgin Soul. 
Oh miran, thy Miſtreſs is undone. 
I kill'd the Father, and now love the Son. 
Page. How Madam ! 
Pope. Gorged with the Fountain, for the Stream I thirſt. 
And teeming with th'unnatutal Monſter burlt. - [ Exit. 
Page. Where will this end ! If ſhe goes on, this ſtrange 
And monſtrous” Feaver can't but-end in Ruine. 
Oh Saxony, if thou haſt ſuch/powerful Charnfs, 
Thy Eyes thy Father's Vengeance will purſue, 
And aQt whatthy weak Arm could never do. DL Ext. 


Enter Pope alone. 


Pope. How aml loſt in my impoſlible 
Deſires ; I die for the Duke of Sexoxy, 
Die for that very man of th* whale Creation, 
That in my caſe my fatal Ciroumftances 
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With all the mighty ſolid Barrs between us, 

I with-leſs'eaſe or hopecanthink t'enjoy, 

Then TI could take a Lodging with a Salamander. 
Suppoſe his Virtues ſtood not in my way ; 

But like his Fathers were as weak 'and eafie + 
To be ſubdued ; yet I of all my Sex. 

For ever muſt deſpair : . Through all diſguiſes 
He'll track the features of: his Father's poyſoner. 
But grant it poſſible ' I could deceive him, 

Can I deceive my:old Domeſtick Jayler 
Lorenzo, that ftale Rifler of my pleaſures  OBHLIEY 
The very man, who when I ſtoop'd to make him 
Slave to my Luſt, at the ſame hour I made him 
Lord of my Life : onboth fides I am undone, 

I ſtarve at Shoar, and if Tlaunch, I drown. 


Enter Lorenzo aud Angeline. 


What have wehere? *  [ Abſconding. 
Angel. Becauſe my cruel Stars think fit tomake 
| My Lordand 'me your Tyrant Maſter's prey 3 
\ Becauſe our Lives and Crowns the drofs of Princes 
| A profane hand may reach, dare you preſume, BO 
Audacious Slave, to think my Soul your prize, - 44S 
And talk of Loye to me! | y 6x Re 
Lor. Madam, I know | 
Our infinite diftance, own your higher Sphere. | 
Yet Slaves may barter with an Emperor, - 
And ſella Jewel to adorn a Crown ; = 
Madam, I do not ask your Love for Love ; 
Ibring a price to purchaſe your affeRion, 
Would buy your fayour with y our Husband's life. 
2g. My Husband's life ! 
Zor. Yes, Madam. 


Pope. Excellent. MW: L Aede 

Zor. You know my intereſt in his Holineſs: Wy 
"Tis in my power to re-inſtall your-Lord 

5; r bs 


. [34] 
In all his Glories; bribe me with your Ldve | 
And by all that Heaven which thoſe warm ſmiles can give, 
PII burſt his Chains, diſpel his gloomy Fate, 
Preſent him with his Liberty and Crown. _ 
Anz. Anddares the Hell-hound breath this Blaſphemy ? 
No z execute your ſavage Tyrants doom ; | 
And lay that Royal Pile of Majeſty 
Low as the duſt, - Better my Princely Lord | 
With all the Loads of Shame and Wracks ſhould die, 
Than the leaſt ſpot ſhould ſtain his Princeſs Heart. 
Zor. Horrour and Death. [ Diſcovering the Pope. 
Retire {weet Excellence, | 
All ſhall be well, all ſhall be ſafe. 
[ Puts Angeline oxt, and locks 
her into another Room. 
Pope So my brisk Youth, I ſee my Favours have not 
Been thrown away upon you ; you've improved 
Your Manhood, and the rich Court Paſture 
Agrees with your warm Blood. 
Lor. Curſt accident ! | | | R_ 
Now could I {iwear and lie, but to what purpoſe !' [ Lat. 
She has caught me in my Villany. _ "Fa | 
Pope. Why {6 profound'a filence ! Have her Charms 
And your new Extaſies quite ſtruck you dumb. 
Zor Madam, Yabuſe you, and deny orlefſen 
Offences, would be to increaſe their Guilt. 
"And not Cincur that Blame, forgive me whenT tell you,, 
By your command I ſeiz'd that beauteous prize, 
And ſhe has made Reprizals of my Heart. 
Pope. Oh black ingratitude! have I advanced 
This low-Born Infidel; . preferr*d him, loved him, 
Only to nurſe a Traitor? 
Zor. Why a Traitor ! 
I own your favours all ; own em with Reverence; 
And like the grateful Perſian I adore 
That Sun, that Ligh't, and warm'd me into Life: 
Yet man's but man; and though our humane Breaſts 
 Arefilld; filld up with Honour, Gratitude, | 


Devotion, 
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Devotion, all thoſe manly maſly Virtues, 
Yet Love's that ſtrange Mercurial port of Souls, 
It ſubtly creeps through all, and glides through every pore. 
And Iſhould play the Hypocrite not to own | 
I ſigh and die for that illuſtrious Face. | _ 
Pope. Oh, you're an Artiſt ata treacherous Argument. 
But by my Glory, by that powerful Glory 
That firſt exhaled thee from thy humble Earth, 
And rais'd thee up into a ſhining Meteor, 
Tll lay thee in thy native Durt. 
Zor. How, Madam ? 
Pope. By all my hopes PII do't. 
Zor. Doif you dare. 
Pope. Do you think to fright me ? Yes, miſtaken Slave, 
I will diſrobe you of your ſhining Plumes. | 
Zor. Yes, do, majeſtick Vanity ; ſoar like 
The Bird of ZFove, keep on your Airy Flight ; 
But know 
High as youare, there's a. vaſt Gulph beneath yon : 
I am the Wax cements your borrow'd Wings, 
And when you melt me off, you ſink and drown. 
Pope. Then you'll betray me. Are we braved and heQtor'd, 
And ſhall that hold my Daftard Arm? 
Sink Honour, Power, Life, Greatneſs, periſh all : 
Tll be reveng'd or die. Who waits there ? 


. There ſeize that Rebel. | 


Enter Attendants. 
| | L They ſeize him. 
Zor. And dare you put inaQion what you threaten! 
Pope. Youſee 1 dare. 
Zor. Bid 'em withdraw. 
Pope. Withdraw. L Zxeunt Attendants. 
Zor. Thus low Town your ſacred vengeance juft. | 
But Mercy 1s the nobleſt Attribute 
| Where Beauty's the Divinity. And Madam, 
Can you forgivemej 
Popet:ing.n you firſt remember | 
| 0.3 How 
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' Thad alittle Beauty to endear 24 . 
Love I have had infinite, and truth &. #7 FE 
And to all theſe | 
The Princely Fortunes of a Roman Prelate, 
T*exhauſt in our delights, and to ſumm all 
My Royal Bounties in one word. 
My Traitor ſhares my Crown ; yet not theſe Bonds can hol you. 
Zor. Oh, Madam, you reproach my infidelity 
So well, you make my wandring Eyes look inwards, 
And view my hated Guilt with ſhame | and horrour. 
Pope. All other yielding Ladies only hazard 
'A little fame, and meet their happy Lovers 
On Beds of Down, but I have done more for you, 
Have hazarded my Honour and my Head, 
For with my Sex I truſt you with my life: 
And can you play the Traitor to ſuch Love, 
T' a heartſo generous, and fo true ? 
Zor. No more. 
From this bleſt hour I'll loath that fair InchantreR, 
View her bright Treſles as the Snakes of Furies, 
And come a perfe& Convert to theſe Arms. 
Pope. Now you are good. 
Zor. T\l ſhun the dangerous Quickſand. 
Steer'd by theſe Eyes, ſhall all my Streamers flie : 
And as 
The wandring Voyager come ſafe to Shoar, 
Pays his beſt Thanks to Heaven for his Return, 
All my Loves Incenſe to this Saint ſhall burn. 
Pope. And will you love me till ! 
Lor. Not Ceſar” s Spoils, 
Nor AMexander's Wold ſhall ſhake my faith. a9Þ: a; 
Not the bright Ruler of the Day, JIBEVT 65 
Should he reſign the Chariotof the Sun, FC 
Shall bribe one thought aſtray. 
Pope. You make moſt wonderful large promiſes; 
But can you keep 'em ? 
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LZor. Can youdoubt me now ! ' 

Pope. But Sir, the time may come - 
When you ſhall think me old. 

Lor. Oh never. 

Pope. Yes. | : 

The time will come when in your reſtleſs thoughts 
You will look back on what I have made you loſe, 
Then cry you 've had me long; Time and Enjoyment 
Have worn the pleaſure dull. But could I, 

Could I forgoe the charming 4gelire. 

Zor. Why this unkind fuſpicion? 

Pope. Well, I'll be generous, aud believe your heart 
Securely mine. Yetthis I am bound to ſay, 

I ought alittle to excuſe your frailty, - 

When yon had ſuch a Conqueror. Envy it {elf 
"Muſt own her fair, fairto a miracle.- / ORR 
A prodigy of Beauty. bs FW 

Zor. Yes indeed. 

She's very fair. 

Pope.. No wonder now that the loud ſpreading Glory 
Of the incomparable Lngeline, CARTE | 
The far famed Roman Princeſs charm'd her Duke : 
From out his diſtant Germany. A Cauſe + 
Enough to have fired a ſecond Hannibal  . 

O'er the cold pes, when Rowe had fuch a prize. 
Yet ſtay —— SI BOHN Tttt 1 
I ſhouldbe loath to draw her Piture/! |! + 
Above thelife. Lorenzo, prethee tell ime,! 

I think I do not flatter. | | 

Zor, Truly, Madam, : 
Not much. ; | A Pot 

Pope. No; ſhe's the Miſtreſs of thoſe vaſt perfeRions, 
As Nature ne'er defign'd for common Conqueſts : 
Methinks I could walk o'er that ample Field of Beauty, 
Survey herall, then tell me ſhe has.a Brow 
All Majeſty, and yet withal ſo fall 
Of innocent ſweetneſs, that methinks her Looks 
Parting through th'awful Glories of her Eyes: - 


—_ Eva: 
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Smile likean Infantin an Angel's. Boſom. + 
or. What divine Mulick's thus ? | [. Ade. 
Pope. Then ſhe has an Eye. _ _ 

So ſparkling as might charm an Anchoret : | 

In his cold Cell even Age it ſelf inſpire, 

And his ſtarved Veins ferment into a Fire. 

And ſhe has a Meen —— 

Zor. Oh hold, my wounds are freſh, 

And my diſtemper'd Soul but newly healed: 

And if you ſtill purſue this dangerous Theam, 

I ſhall relapſe into my burning Feaver,.: 

And light tt*uohallowed dying, Fires again, 

Pope. Tocount up all her Charms, ſhe has a Beauty 
Egough t/attraCt all Eyes, all Hearts, 

Exhaled like Morning Dew before the Sun. 
Zor. Madam, no more,. you have talkt till I am undone. 
Pope. Yes, have we ſo; now where's your high-flown Raptures? 

Not the bright Ruler of the Day - | 

Should he reſign the Chariot of the Sun —- 

Lor, Yet ſtop. : 

Pope. Now Vows, now Faith, where are you? where's 
Your Ceſar's Spoils, and Mexander's World... +. | 
That could not bribe one thought aſtray. ' 

Zor. Dear Madam. 1 
If you have pity hold. | 

Pope. Nay, you ſhall hear me. 

Oh unexampled perjury ! But now . .. 

Attend, and liſten to your puniſhment. 

Lor. Be merciful. ; 

| Pope. You ſhall enjoy this Princeſs. 
Zor. How Madam ? 

Pope. By my life you ſhall enjoy her. 
Nay, do not ftart ; knowThaveopnly aQted:.. 

The ſeeming Thunderer, and wrought*you up 
To all this fall confeſſion of your Falſheod, 

Have made this trial of your Faith to find you 
That very thing my; ravifh'd Soul could wiſh you : 
For now I dare with greater boldneſstell you, 


I love 


[39 |] 


Tlove her Lord, love: the-great:Duke: of Saxozy 
' With fiercer Fires, - than you his charming Dutcheſs. 
And when give you leave to obtain your wiſhes, 
You muſt be juſt, and aid me tocrown mine. 
Zor. Are you in earneſt ? 
Pope. "By my Royalty I am. *$: 
Storm on, and conquer, melt her frozen Virtue. 
And love and {arfeit like a reveling God. 
Zor. It me embrace your Knees. | 
What can I do to pay you for this kindneſs ? 
I am too tardy in my Gratitude: 
Say ſhall Ibring the Saxoz royaeur Bed, 
By Jupiter Tl drag him to/your arms, 
And when your riotous Love, like a keen Eagle 
Has ſoared fo long, till one dull Quarry tires you, 
Chuſe out freſh Game, new Youth, new Veins to pleaſe you ; 
Survey your Rome, look round your ample world, | 
Mark out that face that you deſign for Sacrifice, _ 
By Heaven's bright Throne 'tis yours. 
Pope. Thanks, dear Zoren2o. 
This 1s extremely, kind. ' But, ov! - Tlove | 
Where all Attempts, and even all hopes are vain. 
My W ings are pinnion'd,. and my Feet are chain'd, 
And the broad Gulph between us is unpaſſable. 

; Lor. Madam, 'tistrue, you've a-hard Game to play : 
But don't deſpair : for methinks'there*s ſomething | 
Prophetick in my working Soul that tells me * | - 

T {hall do wonders in your Cauſe; when Areeline 

k my Reward ; and when'my aCtive Brain | 

Has form'd that great Mineros: (for, by Heavens - 

He muſt and ſhall be yours; ) know Madam, 

Til bring you to his Arms with as muctipleaſure | 

As ever I received you.inmy own.” £ 
Pope. Why ! this is as it ſhould be. Why ſhould we 

Who've loved and loved till we have palPd our Appetites, 

Drawn off Loves NeQar to the dregs, be Slaves. 

To ſenſleſs Conftancy ! Give me a looſe 

In pleaſures uncontrouled, unlimited: 


[40] 
* As Ocean Tides, whoſe wantonBillows roar, 
Rove, and roll onto the World's utmoſt Shore. 
Theſe, theſe, are my Principles, 
Lor. By Heavens ; and mine. 
Pope. Give meyour hand ; hence forward let our Wills 
Admit no Bounds, our Pleaſures no controul : 
In our delights, let old Rowes Glory ſhine, 
Thou the brisk Tn, I thewanton Meſſaline. , [ Exennt. 


The Scene the Priſon, which opening , diſcovers variety F Hereticks 


in ſeveral 7o tures. 


Heretick 1, Oh fora Sword, a Dagger through my +l Of 
Her. 2. Savage Tormenters, hold! oh! [ Groa . 
Her. 3. Barbarian Devils ! oh! 
Prieſf. Peace Heretick, ..or I ſhall burn: that Tongue out: 
Theſe lingring Torments are but lent in kindneſs | 
T' inure you tor damnation: 
Her. 3}. Tyrant Monſters. 
Prieſt x. When your Apoſtacy from Truth and Heaven 
Has light your ſcorching Souls, you'll find Hell hotter. 


Enter the Duke of Saxony, brought 5 in by Officers. 


Sax. Where am 1 brought. T'a Roman Priſon. Death | ” 
Is this the place! Hold, Miniſter: of an | 
Why all this Cruelty ?-. - i 
Prieft 1. Askwhen you feel it;' 
' Sax. Bold Slave; is thisan anſwer for a Prince ! 
Prie{t x. Bold Prince, 1s this a-queſtion for a Prieſt ? 
A Prince | a Pigmey ; poor gay fool examine | 
Your Circumſtances, and this Place ;-and then 
Ask who's the Slave, dull Dotard; thouorl. 
Sax. yan Til tear thy heart out. [Offers at him. 
Prieſt. 1. Seize the Mad-man. © T They _ Saxony. 
Nay, do not ſwagger 3 if you areſo an 
We'll cool you e'er we part. 9710 


Sax. 


- 


[41] 
Sax. Gods | am I ſeiz'd | 
And braved by Raſcals ? 
IT Prieſd. Inſolent Earth and Aſhes, 
Do you know who tis we are? 
Sax. Yes, Ruffains, wondrous well ;_ 
The Popes Edge-tools, the Armour of the Beaſt ; 
The ſcales and tail of that huge monſtrous Hydra; 
And whenſoere his boyling Venome hiſſes, 
You ſting and kill : Yerank infe&ious Limbs---. 
But, Gods ! that I ſhould ſtoop to ſcold with Villains ! 
Patience, if ever thou wert a Royal Vertue, 
Keep in my Gall, and make my Rage burn inwards. 
. 2 Prieſt. Bold Lord, you take a wondrous Priviledge, 
To talk thus rudely ; 
To the Maſters of your Fate. Think where you ſtand. 
Sax. Yes, Prieſt, in the Popes Shambles ; 
Yes, I am ſnared 3 now, Pope, thou haſt me ſafe : 
The ſcorn of Fortune, and the ſport of Villains. 
So when the Princely Lion's in the toil, 


Each Gur dares bark at him. 
Enter Lorenzo. 
What niakes him here 2 How! new Tormentors ſtill ! 
Lor. No, Royal Sir. ---- Leave us alone. . Exennt all but 
Sax. What now! Sax. xd Lor. 


| Speak, what new Storm? this Monſter ne'er fails by, 
But where the ſtream runs Bloud. 

Lor. No more that Monſter. h 
Behold an humble Penitent at your feet. Kneels. 
Moſt injured Majeſty, my trembliag Soul 
| Droops at your fate. | | 
Sex. A very excellent Maſk ! 

Lor. Sir, to remove all thoughts 


Of ſach Hypocriſie,----Bring 1n that Lady. 
Angeline is brought in vail d; which upon her entrance 


ſhe pulls off. 
Here be as happy as thoſe Charms can make you, 
Sex. My ſweeteſt Angeline / 


Ang. My Lord, my Life ! 
G | SAX. 


[49237 

Sax. Nay, Sir, talk on; perhaps thou may hehonel, 
Since theſe are thy Credentials. 

Lor. Yes, my Lord, 

I am. 

| Sax. Indeed thou ſhouldſt beſo; for ſure 
No treacherous hand could make me ſucha Preſent : 
Yet I have had ſuch wrongs, ſo much foul play, 
That I miſtruſt the faireſt Caft of Fortune 5: -. 

And ſome new Plot may lurk even in theſe Arms. 
Speak ; is there Heav'n or Hell within this Circle ? 

Lor. Heav'n, Sir, if the can give it you, - By all 
My hopes, I am your flave-z my tyrant Lord, 

The Popes Barbarity, and your hard fortunes, have ſo  perſelly 
Converted me, that as an expiation 

Of my paſt Crimes, with hazard 'of my life, 

I bring this Lady to your Arms. 

Ang. Nay, Sir, 

If hve be truth ta Oaths, he has fworn ſo: heartily, . 

That ſure this pleaſing Viſion muſt be true.. 

Lor. Imuſt be brief; there's danger tn my ſtay. 
Know then, the cruel Pope my mutch-loath'd Maſter 
Continues ſtill almoſt incxorable; 

Yetthough you are lodged within this diſmal Scene- 


.Of Tyranny, I bave prevail'd ſo far, 


That no Barbarity tyour Royal Perſon 

Shall here be offered you : Your freedom onely 
Denied ; and that'snot in my pow ta give : 
And yetin time [ hope t'obtain that too, 

For by my Soul, if all my Art and Intereſt 


Can ſerve you, Tl reſtore your clouded brightnes 


To all its luſtre ; and that too, without 

Your leaſt ſubmiſſion tan unprincely thought, 

Below the honour of the Duke of Saxony. 
Sax. Let me embeace this Miracle of Goadaek,. | 

This is fo ſtrangely kinde ! | Enter Amiran. 
Amir. Oh, Sir, take heed ! | 

A general Margur runs thro' all the Princes. Jaylows, | 

To know why you have brones their ſtexct Opders, | - > 

n 


is | 


: al 
And brought a Lady to their Royal Priſoner. 
Ang. And canthere bethat ſtorm muſt part us now? 
Lor. Sir, though your Jaylours are toonumerous 

To be all bribed, and Faith in myltitades * 

Can never berepofed 3 yetT have found' 

One honeſt Prieſt among(t them : him I have made mine, ._ 

Made'mine by gold 3 and though this fatal place 

To this fair Guelt is now forbidden ground, 

And I muſt take her from you 3 yet at night, 

A dark and ſafer hour, 

By his afliſtance, through a private door, 

This Page ſhall bring your Princeſs to your Bed. 

Alas, this homely Palace does ill ſute 

_ YourRoyal Joys; yet that Love will excuſe: 

And tis nolittle tranſport to my Sonl, 

That 'tis within my power to make you happy. 

Sax. Never did Friendſhip equal thine; thou beſ}--- 

-  Lor. Nay, Sir, no thanks ; 'tis more than T deſerve : 

For the whole ſtady of my life to ferve you, 

Is but th'atonement of my greater gnilt. 

But one thing, Sir, I had forgot to tell you: 

Take heed that you are filent in your Loves; 

For there are many dangerous Ears around you, 

And a diſcovery may coſt bs 

Your loyal ſlave his head. 

- Sax. Oh, fear not that, OTE. 
Lor. We muſt make haſte, our danger calls us hence. - 
Ang. Farewel, my deareſt Lord. 

Sax. Till night, farewel. _ 

Night, did I ſay ? No, dazling Brightneſs, no 3 

Thy Sweets drive Sorrows, Pains, and Shades away: 

And in thy Arms 'tis everlaſting day. | As 


G2. 


[ 44 ] 


A C T the Fourth. 


Enter Lorenzo and Pope. She in her womans habit, 


Pope. H, I could hug thee for this rare deſigne. 
() Never was Night ſo pleaſant, or a Plot 

So artful, or ſo proſperous 3 

Todraw him in with the falſe Maſk of Friendſhip, 

Then throw his Lady to him for a lure, 

And ſo to make his very Love my Bawd 3 

Bait our falſe Hook with her bewitching Eyes, 

And burniſh o'er our Braſs with his own Gold. 

Then lodge me in his Arms for his own Wife, 

And in her room reap all her Bridal Joys, 

Without evea the leaſt ſhadow of ſuſpition 

To damp our fierce delights. This was a Maſter-piece.. 
Lor. Nay, Madam, I have had my Trophies too, 

To have his Dutcheſs led to my own Bed ; 

Lodged there in expeCtation: of her Lord, 

With more impatience than a dying Saint 

Waits for his Angel-guide. Then in his place 

T approach the gloomy Shrine to the true Goddeſs, 

Tho the falſe Worſhipper ; then to embrace 

Her preſſing Arms, devour her meeting Lips 5 

No Sunfſo warm, and yet no ſhower ſo melting. 
Pope. By all that's excellent, 

No Preſident e'er matcht this nights Intrigue. 

Never was Love on all fides ſo performed; 

Their very Raviſhers, their darling Lovers, 

And the kinde Sacrifice flew to the fire. 

Oh Love, if ever thou wert blinde, 'twas there. 
Lor. But, Madam, tho the darkneſs of the night 

Deceived his Eye, how did you cheat his Ear ? 

Pray tell me; for th'Iatrigue has been ſo pleaſant, 


That even the Repetition has a Charm in't, 
Pope. 
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Pope. Firſt then; the Kkinde officious Prieſtly Jalour, 
Baited with Gold like a true generous Pandar, 
Stood at the door tadmit my Page and me. 
My Page then led me ſoftly to the Dukes 
Apartment ; but no Tell-tale Taper light us. 
| Muffled and maſkt to his dark Bed I came; 
His Curtains ſtrait at my approach flew open, 
As I haveſeen upon a ſhining Theatre 
The painted Clouds to a deſcending Yexav. 
Then ſtrait he grafpt me in his burning Arms, 
Whilſt in my Ears theſe eager Accents fell, 
My deareſt, gentleſt, ſweeteſt 4»gelize. 
But I to ſhrowd my fatal Syrens voice, 
As if the danger of the place had ſcared me, 
Straight huſht him ſilent with a trembling Kiſs, 
The onely Rhetorick theſe Lips durſt make: 
And from that hour we had no room for talking, 
Our onely Eloquence was our delights, 
Whilſt our tranſported Raptures ſtrook us dumb. 
Before the dangerous morning-dawn, the Page 
Return'd to beat me back, and I retired 
As ſafely as I came: left the poogy-0rd 
Socxtaſied, the falſe Angelick Vition 
To his deluded ſenſe appeared o fair, 
As left no track to ſhew the Fiend was there. 

Loy. Juſt my own Scene : No-Pifture more exaQ. 

| Enter Amiran. 

Pope. Oh my beſt Girl! how haſtthou lefe the Duke ? 

Amir. Madam, fo pleaſed, ſo ſtrangely pleaſed; not Glory 
Upon a head new crown'd, can fit more cheerful 
Than this nights pleaſure.on his heart. His Priſon 
He has ſo forgot, that in his Cage he ſiags. 
And for my ſervices, he ſweetens me | 
With ſuch ſoft words, and with ſuch tender thanks > 
He placed this ſparkling Diamond on my finger, 
That Treaſon fure was never ſo rewarded, | 

Pope. But how his Dutcheſs! 

Amir. Much in the ſame vein. 


Onely 
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Onely her deeper {tream more filent flows: 
She ſpeaks not, but ſhe thinks as mach as he. 


Her generous Lord, 
His Gift was Diamonds, but hers were Rubies 3 
She onely paid me with A Bluſh, and left me. 


Pope. Well, my Lorengo, this ſoft Feaſt of Pleaſure bi 


Has been too full of wonder-and delight, 
For the ſhort Riot of one Night texhault, 
Let us reſolve then to play out the Game 
Like wanton Revellers, glut aur fierce deſires; 
And whea this old Intrigue grows ſtale, and yy — 
We'll ſeek out new. 

Lor. Agreed, my Oracle. 

Pope. Saxor, to night, 
Once more thy Yenxs tn her Clond deſcends + 
Oh fora bowl of Cleopatra's Philter, 
- To heighten our next meeting Joys. 
How bravely did the wiſe Egyptian Dame 
Diſlolve a Kingdoms Ranſom in a Pearl, 
To trear her darling Anthony, tinſpire 
To his drein'd Veins new life, and unknown fire ! 
Oh, Egypt's glorious Queen! - 
Shall I Tef ative be ? my Blond's as warm, 
And I amas briſk, as young and proud as ſhe. - 
Cells, Cloylſters, Covents, Altars, Temples, +mip 
With their vaſt hoards, are all-my Golden-mines. . 
Nay, to fun all Rome's infinite Mafs ta one, | 
All the mad Zeal of the blinde World'setir own! | 
Thele ſhall my Riots, theſe my Pomp ſupply 5; 


Shall I want Love, who have all this Wealth to buy. " 


Lor. This 1s-ſo glorious, fo divinely' great, - ; 
Old Romenc'er deifid, nor thenew Rome 
Eer canoniz'd a Heroine more illuſtrious. = 

Pope. If the cold Bones of a dull Roman Saint 
Can ileep in Treaſures, whilſt his ſenſcleſ(s Marble 
Sweats in embroider'd Gems and moulten Gold; 
Shall my warm Bed and warmer Lovers want i? 
No! 


——_- 
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Fll melt the Crown from the gj © head, at Þ 
And ranfack even his Tomb tadarn my Bed. Wet 
T11 rifle Saints to make my Lovers ſhine, 
And Steal from Heav'n tomake the Joy divine. 
Lovers, by Lxcfer, I'll not want one day, 
Whilſt the rich Church ſhall both procure and Pay. 

Lor. Moſt excellent ! Fel 

Pope. Now could L laugh at thoſe 
Dull pious dying fools, who 1n deſpair | 
To buy Eternity, make the Church their Heir. 
The bigot Fools are kind in a good hour 3 
There's nothing like a Pope'for an Executour. 
True, the poor ſlaves die Saints, ſolct 'em die, 
Whilſt we enjoy the Paradiſe they buy ; 
Leaving that Wealth which we in Luſt conſume, 
They are Proſelytes to Heaven, but Bawds to Rome. 
LN 1-1 Exenutt.. 
The Scene changes to the Priſon. 


| Two Hereticks. 
r Her. Bernardo ! x 
2: Her. Ha | morePrieſts, more Torturers! Oh! 
1 Her, Hiſt, I am a Friend. | 7 
2- Her. A Friend to. poor: Bernardo ! 
' Nay, then thou art a. wretched thing indeed : 
For nought bat miſery dares link with me. 
F Her. Indeed thou art ith right. No wonder nothing- 
But Cruelty-and Torments fill this-place 3 | 
For here Religion reigns, that pious. Cormorant.; 
Religion, that devouring Savage reigns : 
Yes, we are Hereticks, Rh 
Fhoſe bugbear monſtrous things; deſign'd for {langhter ;: 
All other leſſer Crimes Rozpe can forgive, - 
As Whoredoms, Thefts, Rapes; Marders 1 (alas; 
They are petty venial fins.). . Does not the Bawd 
Keep open ſhop in Rozee, pays but her yearly Toll 
To's Holineſs's ſacred Treaſury, | 
And takes a Licenſe for the Trade ſhe hokds. * 


The 
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The bloudy Marderer runs but to a Church, 
And 'tis his SanQuary ; the Gates flie open, 
While the generous Prieſt, like his kind Guardian Saint, 
Views the freſh Scarlet on the Cut-throats face, 
And hugs his darling Brother. But-poor Hereſie, 
That mortal, capital, unpardonable, crying fin, — 
Moſt never be forgotten : Rozze's Jayls, and Dungeons, 
Wheels, Wracks, Stakes, Gibbets, are for Hereticks made. 
2 Her. Now by my ſtarving Veins and aking Bones, 
How faithfully thou play'(t the Painter. 
1 Her, What think'ſtthou of a Pope ? 
2 Her. Why he'sa Horſe-leech 
Without a tail ; the Bloud he ſucks, runs through him: 
He ſucks and ſucks, but never fills, But, Heav'ns! 
What was the Crime that brought me to this place ? 
'Tis true, I heard a Prieſt moſt vilely cant, 
And tell me how by Miracle | 
A certain Roman Martyr bore his head 
Under his arm three miles : And 'cauſeI could not 
Believe him, but provoked with the rank nauſeous fable, 
In a moſt honeſt hearty bluntneſs, told him, 
The pious Legend lyed ; For that, that onely Crime, 
I amcondemn'd untryed to endleſs Chains, 
And Torments doom'd,ne'er to ſeelight agen. 
I Her. Not to ſeelight agen ! But how if I propoſed 
A means for an Eſcape. L 
2 Her. Foran Eſcape ! 
I Her. But 'tis with wondrous hazard, infinite danger---- 
2 Her. Danger! no matter: Bring me to a Lottery 
But with one Chance for Liberty, | 
Thototen Blanks, and every one for death, 
I'd thruſt my hand into the fatal Pile 
As cheerfully as Miſers graſp their Gold. 
T Her. Know then, by a Conſpiracy betwixt 
Some of our feHow-ſufferers, this night, gl 
This dead dark hour, the Priſon's to be fired---- 
2 Her. Moſt excellent | 
1 Her. And by this happy Plot 


'Tis 
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[Tis poſſible ſome of us may eſcape. 
At worlt, we can but burn ; and better end 
A life at once, than to Jie here immured, 
Preſerved for Wracks, and kept an Age in dying. 
Bernardo, look, yon dauning ſtreaks of light 
Tell us the happy Train has taken fire. | 

2 Her. Letus retire and wait the bleſſed minute. 
Shine out, bright Sun of comfort. ; either ſave 
Our wretched lives, or light us to a grave. 


| ; Exeunt: 
The third Scene.is the Duke of Saxony's Bed-chamber 
| within the Priſon. : 
Enter Saxony in his Night-gown, as newly riſen from Bed. 
Sax. Good Heavn ! what miſty damp diſturbs my ſleep ? 
Sulphur and Pitch 2 What poyſonous ſmoaky ſtench 
Offends my aking E yes ? 


Within. Fire! fire fire! 
Sax. Horrour and Death ! the place-1s all on fire! 

\ wake, my Angeline, look up, andſce 

Danger and Death ſurround us. 

Within. Fire! fire! fire!. 

Pope. [ Starting out of bed.] | 
Hell and Pergition ! what .misfortune's here !_ 

Sax. By Heav'ns, we arealmolt circled in with flames !' 

And the doors lockt, faſt barrx'd. . Knocking to get out; 
Jaylours, Prieſts, Torturers ! 
Open the door, make haſte, or we ſhall periſh. 

Within. [ From Jeveral voices.) 

1. Fire! 

2; Plots and Treaſon ! 

3. Bar the Gates : ſecure 
The Priſoners, let 'em buro, rather than flie.- 

Sax. The Flames increaſe, and we are pent in with Ruine. | 
Unlock the door ;z deaf harden'd Devils, hear us. Knocking. 
Opea the door, make haſte, .or elſe we die. 

Within, Die, and be damnd.. 

2, Fire! Water! Y 
Sex. Oh my dear Angeline, we = betray'd: | 


La De ade. as 


_ Speakor not ſpeak, T burn, tif there be:God's D217 > Aſide. 
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A ſtrange prophetick norrourtells ty Soul 2 900 UAIOGETL 


That we are mew d tp for ſacrifice. 
The Ghoſt of the old Dnke of Saxony hs with a Jariting 


Taper i# his hand. 
Look, look ! 
Here the Ghoſt with his Taper touches « train of fir re Horve 
him, which immediately writes upon the Wall, in Capital 
[eters iz a blondy fire, the word MU RD E RK: 5 which 


continues burning ſome time. 

My Angeline, my Royal Father's Ghoſt ! 
See Murder, Murder! Oh'the voiceof Bloud! 
Stay, ſtay, thou Royal Harbinger of Fate. The Ghoſ# ſinks. 
Oh, Angeline, the hand of Heaven's againſt us. 

Pope. Adored dear Devil, ſave me bur this once. [ fide." kreels. 

Sax. That murder'd eeping Shade wakes from Deaths arms 
To call us to his own untimely Grave. | 
Now, Pope, thou and thy black Colleagues: of Hel, 


Compleat their imptous Vengeance. 
Pope. By all that's damn'd, I am loft: This a 


Of Hell was ſent for me. 
Cut off thus early! Oh the ſenſeleſs Devil, 


Thus to play Booty 'gainſt himſelf ! NE I47 vu is 
Miſtaken, dull inferaal fools, T have not yet .. 1,5 
Sate long enough on Rowe's Ampertal * Throne | 1 | 


To do yon half the ſervice of a Pope. 
Sax. Witneſs, good Heav'n, for my own Ke fear hot ; 5 


But thy hard tate torments my bleeding; Sort. JC 

If we mult burn, thus arm in armwell die; -* | Biking. 

Speak to thy Love ; 3 why ſpeaks not my dear TEM ? 

There needs no lence in our Kiſſes now, - * "Is 
Pope. Ruin'd! betray'd ! undone? JfT but-ſpeak, 

He'll ind my Screech-owts'voice; and if heſcesime, 

He'IFktiow my fital face, and tear my throat-our. : 


> 


STERE 


Curſe on your blazing Thrones. No EI 
Was ever doom'd toſuch a fate as T'am. FP ſo. 
By Hel], I ſcorch already : Fire and Z#tna{ -*- 


Traytors, _ Monſters. Here, oper the door. :. Koking. 
SAX. 
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Sax. Ha! | 


Pope. Now could I cart with all my Keys of Heay' n, 

But for one Picklock to theſe Iron-bars; [ aſide. 

Make haſte, ye tardy Dogs, here's Gold to pay you. 

Still deaf, ye ſlaves! a Jewel worth a Kiggdom, 

To bribe you for a Key !- | 4 
Sax. Ravens and Vultures ! wo 
Pope. I cannot, dare not burn. Dull drowſie Villaias---- 
Sax. What art thou? ſpeak, infernal Fiend, what art thou? 


ſeizing her. 

Speak, Succubus, what Gibbet haſt thou robb'd 
For that loath'd form, to ſtain my ſacred Bed, . 
And damn my cheated Soul ! 

Pope. Inquire no farther ; h 
I will not ſpeak. Fe 

Sax. Speak, or I will tear thy Soul ont. 

Pope. Save your own. © | 
Flie, or we burn. Enter Prieſts and Lights. 


Sex. By Heav'ns, the very form 
Of my dead Father's Poyſoner ! 
I Prieſt. What's here ! 
2 Prieſt, A Whore! 
3 Prieſt. A Whore! 
Sax. Qh, Gentlemen, ſecure that Hag, that Sorcereſs; 
The very Witch that light this Fatal Fire, 
And brought the Brand from her own Hell to kindle it. 
4 Prieſt. The Lady I had three hundred Crowns to Bawd fugy 
And her ProteQion may be worth:three thouſand. 
I. Prieſt. Take her, and bura the Witch. 
Pope. O fave me! ſaveme! 
4 Prieſt. Hold, Brothers, let me anſwer for this Lady : 
She is my Miſtris and my Charge ; and with 
My Bloud I'll juſtifie her Innocence. 
Pope. Good, pious, honeſt, tender-hearted Father, 
This Diamond ſpeak my thanks. Gives him 4 Ring: | 
I Prieſts. A Bona. Roba. 
2 Prieſt, One of our Brothers friends! nay, then all's well. 


3 Prieſt. An honeſt Girl of yours ? that name i protects her. 
H. 2. Sax: 


= 
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Sax. Prote her ! how !. prote& the greateſt _—_— 
That ere diſgraced a Jay], or ſhamed a Gibbet. 
Secure her, ſeize her. 
4 Prieſt. Stop that mad mans mouth; 5 
m ſtake my life to vindicete this Lady. 
Prieſt. Enough, enough ; fie, let the Lady pals. 
Prieſt. Madam, your ſaves. 
3 Prieſt. Make room there for this Lady. 
Pope. Ten thouſand Saints reward youfor this kindneſs. 
1 Prieſt. We are your Vaſlals.  _ Oſhering her to 
2 Prieſt, Madam, your faithful Servants. the door. 
Pppe, Such an Eſcape, kind Fate---- Exit, led out by her friend 
Sax. Horrour unſpeakable! the fourth Prieſt. 
What Monfter has this night ſlept in my arms? 
Do I live, ſpeak, move, walk ? Is yon your Heav'n, 
Your Earth ['tread on, or your Air Þ breath in ? 
And is this load of Nature Flsſh and Bloud > <- 
Or ts it alla Dream, oram I chang d 
To ſome incarnate Devil, doom'd to walk 
Deaths burning, plains, converſe with Imps and Goblins; 
Tread the dark Mazes of eternal night, 
And.lleep with Hags and Saccubas. 
Oh the vaſt Feavour of my buraing Bloud ! 
Some Ocean quench me, or fome Mountain ſwallow me. . 
Not Chriſtian ſlaves, wraptup in Pitch, and light 
Like burning Tapers to the Savage Nero, 
Hercules in his invenom'd \hirt, 
Nor 1 #cifer at his-ir{t plunge in Hell, | 
Felt half the Fires my raging Entrails ſivell. 
: Exeunt. 


P ae 


The Scene changes to a private Apartment of the ns: 


Enter Pope, Lorenzo, and Amiran. 
Pope. Oh my Lorenzo, Iam undonefor ever ! 
Lor. How, Madam ! Heay'a forbid. 
Pope. Sleeping this night 
In my dear Saxozs arms, by ſome curſt accident 
The 
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The ſcene of our delights was ſet'on-fire. - 

Straight from his Bed the frighted Saxor leapt, 

And thunder'd in my Ears, Wake, wake, my Amzgelize / 

Oh 'twas a fatal ſound ; ngt the laſt Trumpet 

Shall wake the Damg'd to greater pains than mine. 

Curſt be that hour ; the blazing Fire-brands, like 

A Taper to a wandring Midnight-Ghoſt, - 

Served but to ſhew the Fiend theſe Eyes diſcover'd. *®* 
Lor. Diſcover'd ! Death and Furies. | 
Pope. Not th'enraged 0Oedipw 

Alarm'd from his inceſtuous Mothers Bed, 

Raved half ſo loud as he. Bot to fum all, 

The Terrours of this hideous night, 

The ghaſtly form of the old poyſon'd 84x02, 

Burſt thro' the Marble- floor, and with a Torch 

Dipt in the ſulphurous Lake, from whence he roſe, 

In diſtind& GharaQers of Bloud and Fire,  _ 

Writ MURDER inthe blazing Roof above us. 

Lor. Oh you diſtrat me! _ | 

How got you off 2 How could you '{cape with life ? 

Pope. By Miracle | h—” 

Had not the entring Jaylours ſaved me,. 

He had torn my heart out.. -.;. 

Lor, But, dear Madam, tell me : 

The Treaſon was too plain. - But do you think 

He did ſuſped or gueſs the real. Traytreſs 2 -. 

There, there's the fatal pojnt© | ,;. 
Pope. Oh [ have but tao imych reaſon to believe it; 

For at the horrour of theſe killing Eyes, _. - _ 

Hecri'd, The Features of my Fathers Poyſoner. 

And tho betwixt his wilde diſtracted ſenſes - 

He left me with the name of Witch, Fiend, Sorcereſs, 

And what elſe other odde fantaſtick forms 

His wandring Rage cuuld ſhape ; I am not ſafe. 

Lor. No, you are undone : for if he lives, you die: _ 

Should tatling fame but whiſper you are a woman, 

'T will make the ſcorching world too hot to hold you. 


Pope. But, my Lorenzo, Ill prevent that danger ; F 
| or 
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ForT am reſolved he dies. -* Yet; Gods! 'riy: _ 43 40 21199} 


'Tis very hard to kill the' man 1owes.. 

But if he keeps a'fongite; Tloſe'a head. 

No, his invenom'd Lungs breathe Plaine and F' 

Muſt root his heart up to dillodge that Are 
Peace, fooliſh Love, and d& for everditab- $1 1 © 1 
I fit on Rowze's great Throne, a-Jeat: roo bright” k 
To hazard f&r the Pleaſtites of a Night. | 
Saxon, thy life I cannot, muſt not ſave ;: CASTS 
Oh, I mult ſend thee to thy Father's Grave :: 74 
For know my Love mult be my glories have. 


Lor, Spoke like Rome's Monarch! This a Dyna hand 


And a Crownd head ſhonld be: 
| Pope. Butis it not enough - 
His Father I have poyfond, Nain' 4 his Red; 3 
Himſelf impriſon'd, and to Rab his $ohlj. 7 
His deareſt Princeſs thou haft both whored and: cries 
But to all theſe accumulited Cruelties - fy 
I muſt at laſt adde his own murder too on | 
Is it not barbarous ! 

Lor. Death, not at all: 

For now you are kinde, and put him out of pain, 
Beſides, your life and Crown's at ſtake ; kt that 
Inſpire yonr- Soul. 
Does not th'invading Conquetour that Jeads 
His thouſands and his thouſands:6nt to bateel, 
To ſcale the Walls of ſome Imperial City, 
Fill up a Ditch with his 6witttartyrdflaves, - 
To make a Bridge to Glory. If their glory 
| Can murder thouſands, ſhall yours hrink at one 

Poor gaſping (lave ? | 

Pope. Thou art an excellent Otievar, 

I ſtand confirm'd 3 but whilſt I ſtay to talk, 
Danger grows big and terrible. | 
Here, Amiran, Fl leave the Charge to thee: p 
Take theſe three thouſand crowns, and ſteal 'em into: 
The hand of that good conſcientious Prieſt, 
My honeſt Bawd that faved my threatn'd life. 


Thou 
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Thou mayſt ad ſafely forme: ; for he knows 

Not who, nor whence thou art. Tell him, his ap——n 

Is onely to give the mad wilde-Saxox Duke - - - 

A ſober ſleeping Pill : He'll underſtand thee. 

Amir, Madam, your great Commands muſt all be facred ; 
And my whole life's +po Apr for ix refience = 

Yet pardon me when I-have one Grace to beg, | 

That you'd be pleaſed texcuſe my ren hand 

From this too cruel aftice.. _.: 

Pope: How, my Girl ! | 

A fit of Conſcience'! fie, let not that check thee. 

Shrink not to ſerve me now.” - 

Do this, and make me thinee entire fu ever. 

Amir. Well," Madam, I am your flave. 
Pope. Thanks, my kinde Amiran. 

Make haſte, my Girl 1109 213-366 341 
Amir. Iflic tobep rp Bt LO ot vil Yi axe Amir, 
Pope. So! : ltr 3231} at1c9Þ HP 

Poor Saxony, thy Fate tides Poſt. | 

Well, if there's any vhingin- the-airy Dreams 

Of F aith, Religion, Fiety,:; :. - 

Things which poorlittle vaambitious Churdk'men,. is )C; 

Have nothing elſe toJotbut:to.believe in; >: 2; "eur 2 2401 

Whilſt weithe:great andglorious Mitred heads” : 1-20 

Have other work and other: ue .ta/mind, 

They fay that Providence to aſtoving Innocence, 

Gives Crowns and Paradiſe; ' Phen, axon chon 

Art happy, andT-kinde3 and if Etcroity- * | E5 52k 

Has, to wrongd Virtue;Conſtellattons: given, ' LEE Jan 

Why ſhould [ ftick to-lendthe man I love toHeny! nc: . 

Or - Sa ſhould ſnarling' foolbar bloud repine, -- i 

When Death's the Futuice dovs' theipGolll refine 2 © 

Tis Wounds and Death thatHeav/nivithSearsidoes' paint, 

And the kind Murderer tranſlaths WHOSE * 1244 W 5, 

{0k HOGKES * wp HS £ Exennt. 
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'A-C T the Fifth. 
| The Scene the Priſon. F 


E Amiran alone 


© efmir. [_ [ther] come-to bring a Gownnign head, 
 _—_ A Soveraign Cure, aſober leeping Pills 
E, E; that's the word. bee. 5) 


'Poor Saxony * thy Royal Father murder'd; it 4. 
Thy deareſt Princeſs raviſht, and to make up- 68 -; 
The moſt unnatural monſtrous. maſs of Cruelty, 
Thy Fathers Poyſaner; and thy Fathers Whore, 
Lodged in thy Bed. Oh thourt a true Original 
Of unexampled-Miſery : No Tragedy - 
Ere equall'd thine. Yet after all, this-moſt | 
Wrong'd: Prince muſt bleed; and 1 muſt be his murderer. 
| Oh my faint Arm ! Oh my Barbarian-Miſtriſs!. : 
: hn Well, I remember I have ſerved thy Luſt, - 
My breaſt the-Cabinet to all thy Whoredows ; "Ip 
Nay, like an Uſurer to the Fruft thou haſt lent me,. 
Fve,play'd the Bawd tincreafe 'em; 3] All theſe Ills-- 
I never trembled at ;-.but ob, there's ſomething | v 
In Murder ſo-beyond-a Female Villa, | 
_ As my Soul ſtartles at the. thonght. .;- But wi: 
Why do I play the fooliſh. Crooodile,,. '1 
And mourn-where I muft-kill ?- | 
"Enter Saxony yay Garlo. | 
---- Yonder he comes !- | 1 
Let me retire a while, and borrow ſtrength. Sap | 
For this dire Execution.. - "on es Abſconds, 
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H8x. Oh my wrong 'd aki? 
What have I done? by what Infatuation, 
What damn'd Illufion led, have I a Monſter 
Claſpt tomy breaſt? or hay ſome Rival-God, 
In malice to thy happier envy=d-Lord, 
Caught thee this Heaven t 'outſhine yon dazling Stars, 
And left that changeling Demon in my Arms ! 
I ſhall run mad. 

Amir. Alas, poor 1njur'd Prince ! 

Sex. Tell me, ye Powers Infernal, I conjure you 
By all the Pleaſures of Revenge 3. 

And thou cutrſt Pope, thou greater blacker Devil, 
Tell me by what Inchantments, Spells, Drugs, Minerals, 
That ſavage Whore you lodged within my Arms; 
And to make up that Monſter more than execrable, 
Lent her thy own infernal face to blaſt me. 
Amir. OhT can hold no longer ! Ye Gods, 
- That fomuch Excellence ſhould be created 
For ſo much Ruine! Pity, Conſcience, Love, 
I know not which thou art : But oh the ſuddain 
My dire reſolves are ſtagger'd. 
Sax. Art thou here ! 
Oh my young Pandar ! ye kinde Powers, I thank you. 
Thou unfletcht Imp, thou early-lighted brand 
Of everlaſting fire, tell me what Fury 
Thy impious hand lodged in my Bed laſt night 3 5 
Tell me, for T will know. 
Amir. Oh, Sir, no more. 
I cannot, muſt not, will not, dare not tell you. 

Sax. Nottell me! Now by thy own Mother- Hag 
That bore thee ina Ditch, fed thee with Scorpions, 
Swath'd thee with Adders, ſuckled thee with Bloud, 
And dipt thee young in Hell, 

Speak quickly, or Tll tear the curſed Secret 
. From thy impoſtum'd heart ; ſpeak, or I'll kill thee. 

Amir. Yes,do, Sir, and I'll thank you for the kindneſs ; ; 

 Forifl ſpeak, I muſt kill you : and truſt me; 
I have that ſenſe of your unhappy luſlorings 


That 


[58] 
That I had rather die my ſelf than be . FA 
Your Murderer. | ii 

Sax. And art thou then incarneſt?. | iW 
Come, prithee ſpeak ; I was. to blame to chidethee: 

Be not afraid; ſpeak but the fatal truth, 

And by my hopes of Heay'n I will Gagive, thee. 
Out with it, come 3. now would{t thou tell.me all, 
*But art aſhamed to own thy ſelf a Bawd : 

'Las, that might be thy Fathers fault, not thine, 
Perhaps ſome honeſt humble Cottage bred thee, 
And thy ambitious Parents poorly proud, 

| Fora gay Coat made thee a Page at Court, 

| And fora plume of Feathers fold thy Soul ; 

But 'tis not yet, not yet too/ late to ſave 1 it 

Amir. Oh my ſad heart ! 

Sax. Come, prithee ſpeak 3 let but 
A true confeſſion plead thy penitence, 

And Heav'n will then forgive thee as I do. 

Amir. But, Sir, can you reſolve to lead an ear | 
To ſounds ſo terrible, ſo full of fate, 
As will not onely aCta ſingle Tragedy, | 
But even diſ-joynt all Natures Harmony, 

And quite untune the world ? for ſuch, ſuch are 
, * The Notes that I muſt breathe. 
Sax. Oh my dear Murderer, 
Breath 'em as cheerfully as the ſoaring Lark 
Wakes the gay Morn. Thoſe dear ſweet Airs that kill me, 
Are my new nuptial Songs. My Angeline 
Has been my firſt, and Death's my: ſecond Bride. 

Amir. Know then, th'Enchantreſs that theſe two laſt nights 
Slept in your boſome, was your Fathers Poyſoner. 

Szx. Riddles and Death ! what myſtick ſounds are theſe ? | 

Amir. That Sorcereſs that in a borrow'd ſhape 


Uſurps Kozze's ſacred Throne, wasthe dire Fiend. | 
Sax. Ha! | 
Amir. Oh Sir, Lread: that lightning, in ;your eyes. 

That tells me, I have ſet your Soul on-fire. 

Break, break, great heart, thou'rt too-much loſtto live, 


And 


And for thelaſt, the greateſt fital ſtab; 

_ Forl mult tell you all. That Toſt-burnt Hag 
Began her game with your unhappy Tather. - 
| You may remember in the Szxo Conrt,, 
A fatal Beauty call'd Joanne Avglica, 
That Syren firſt defiled your Fathers Bed, 
And then by Jealouſie transform'd this Prieſt, 
And by Revenge this Murderer----his bloud, 
His Royal bloud ſhe doubly, doubly poyſon' d. 

Sax. Thunder and Earthquakes ! 

. Arztir, And not tend there neither, 
The beſtial luſt of her inceſtuous Fires 
Traced your dead fathers Beauties in your Eyes 3 
And the ſame ſulphurous Mine that blew his fool up, 
Was light to ſacrifice the Martyr'd ſon. 

Sax. A Whore, a Poyſoner!l nay, a Fathers Whore, 
And Fathers Poyſoner | !. Oh my bloated Soul ! 
O moſt unnatural doubly damn'd Hyera, 
Mixtin my Fathers ſhame! Oh horrour, horrour ! 
Oh my vaſt wrongs, deſtruction, ruine, death ! 
Strike thick, ye darts of fate. My poor dear Angeline. 
Ha ! ſpight of all my pains, that Name has life in't, 
Say, Boy, how fares my Argelize 2 'Tho millions 
Of torturing Furies gore this bleeding heart, 
I know thou'lt ſay ſhe's well, and lives uahurt, 
' Sleeps innocent, and in her golden {lumbers 
She little dreams what numberlef diſtraQions 
Surround her wretched Lord. 

_ Alas, Sir, ---- 

Ha ! 

"= The ſaddeſt part of all n my Killing (tory 
Is yet tocome. By the fare Stratagem 
That has deceiv'd her Lord, was your poor Princeſs, 
By falſe Lorexzo's luſt, enjoy'd and raviſht. 

S2x. Now all the Plague of him that ſold his God, 
Reward the execrable My Angeline, 
My deareſt, ſweeteſt, and tice brighteſt Angeline ! 
Ye Tyrant Powers, ye re orturers, 


"I OI 


That 


That made mankind for ruine z'ead me quickly, 

Oh bury-me like the rebellious Gyants, | | 

Loaded with Mountain-piles, for I ſhall rave, 

Rave to that height, till all my gaſping Pangs, 

My rowling Tears, and my loud bellowing Groans, 

Burſt out like CataraQts, enough to deafen 

The very Thunder of my angry Gods. 

Yet hold, IT have ſome buſineſs to diſpatch, 

Before my Eye-balls burſt. Say, Boy, canſt thow 

Qblige a very wretched thing,and bear 

My dying ſighs to that dear martyr'd Innocence 2 
Amir. My Lord, I can. | 
Sax. And wut thou be ſo kind 3 

Nay, thou'lt be kinder yet : for thou'rt a Convert,. 

A gentle honeſt Boy. But oh too late ! 

Speak, is it in thy power to bleſs my Eyes 

With one laſt view of thoſe dear beauteous Ruines,. 

Before we part and die 2? 

Amir. My Lord, itis; 

Your Princeſs is my Charge :. 

And your own ſervant here, by my inſtructions; 

Shall haſte and bring her to your arms this minute. 
Sax. Heav'ns brighteſt Diadem crown thee for this goodaeſs. 


There Amiran whiſpers with Carlo, 
- - and gives hin a Key.. | 


Flie, Carlo, flie, and as thou bringſt her hither, 

Repeat the diſmal Tale of all our Woes. 

But oh, tis terrible, 'tis wondrous terrible 

For ſuch chaſt ears, yet ſhe muſt hear it all. 

Leave not onetittle that may wing her Soul 

For its laſt flight 5 for, Carlo, ſhe muſt die. 

The fofteſt heart that yon celeſtial fire 

Could ever animate, muſt break and die. 

We are both too wretched tooutlive this day ; | 

And I but ſend thee as her executioner, | 
Carlo, I flie to obey yon, Sir, - 


SAX» 


84x. Stay, Carlo, ſtay. | 

Why all this haſte to-murder fo mach Innocence? 
Yet thou muſt go. And fince thy tongue muſt kill 
The brighteſt form th'inamour'd Stars can ere | 
Receive, or the imporeriſh World can loſe, 

Go, Carlo, go but prithee wound her Soul 

As gently as thou canft : and when thou ſeeſt. 

A flowing ſhower from her twin-Orbs of light 

All drown the faded Roſes of her Cheeks 5 _ 
When thow behold(t 'mid{t her diſtracted groans 
Her furious hand, that feeble fair Revenger, 

Rend all the mangled Beauties of her Face, 

Tear her bright Locks, and their diſhevell'd pride 
Oa her pale neck that raviſht whiteneſs fall ; 
Guard, guard thy eyes, for, Carlo, tis a ſight 
Will ſtrike Spectators dead. | 

Amir. I fear there needs 
No ſtudy now to be that Beauties Murderer; 

Sax. How, Boy! 

Amir. The bloudy Pope, frighted laſt night 
At her. diſcovered face, has doom'd you both 
T'eternal ſilence by a Bowl of poyſon. 

Sax. Damnation ! ; | 

Amir. Theſe three thonſand Crowns were given me 
To bribe your Prieſt to mix your fatal drugs, | 
And I am afraid her draught's already paſt. 

Sax. Now for a Bait ſo ſtrong might catch the Devil ! 

I'd angle with this black rank: Whore ſhe-Pope; 

I'd float the Witch-upon the burning Lake, 

And when the hungry Fiend bob'd:up to gorge, her, 

1d with her Croſer (tick him through thethroat, 

And tug him up from Hell,  . Sport for a God |... - 

Oh the wilde forms of my unruly Soul ! + : 


Exit Carlo. 


Enter Angeline with her hair diſhevelled, attended by Carlo. 


Thou beauteous pile of everlaſting Woe, 
Approach thy wretched Lord. 


Angs 


Ang. Where art thou, Carlo £ «oo 
Lend me thy hand, and guidemeto my Lovez _ 
For theſe benighted eyes are fo ocedrown'd intears, 
That I am all dark, and cannot finde my way. 

Sax. $0 have I ſeen a Cloud all pilt with light; J 
But oh ye Pow'rs that could thoſe Heav'ns benight ! e 
What was her day, if the can ſetſo bright? 

Ang. Oh my lovd Lord, | 
This ruin'd thing comes to thy feet to die. 

Sax. If thou muſt die, draw neer, my lovely Martyrs 
Come to this Breaſt,and make theſe arms thy Monument. 

Arg. Tn thoſe lov'd arms ! Oh ſtay, where am I going? 
Stand off, my Lord, ſtand off. ; 

Thoſe dear embraces are too bleſt a' circle 
For ſuch a ſullied bloated thing as I am. 
» Sax. And can I be more miſerable ſtill ! 
Ah can thoſe ſetting beams of light withdraw 
Their laſt kind warmth from thy expiring Lord! 

Ang. No, my dear Life, we muſt embrace no more; 
Should I approach thoſe charming Fires too nigh, 
There's ſo much vital heat in thy lov'd boſom, 
That I ſhall live, live a polluted Monſter, 
And make the bluſhing world aſham'd to own me. 
Live with my load of ſhame! No, cruel Pow'rs, 
Hear my laſt Prayer, and give my murder'd Honour 
And me one Grave. | 

Sax. Oh thou bright falling Star, 
Never was Love nor Injurieslike thine! 
Poor raviſht ſweetneſs! Fe 

Ang. Raviſht! Oh ruine, fate, deſtruftion, Death! 
Theſe Eyes, theſe Lips, oh Heav'ns, this ſacred Boſom, 
Once the bleſt Throne of thy tranſported Joys, 

Made a loath'd Monſters Prey ! But oh ye Powers, 
This is not half my Scene of Woe! Alas, NEED 
The bleeding- Lxcrece and the mourning Philomrel.. 
Could plead as much as this: But I am a wretch 

A thouſand times more monſtroufly defortn'd. 

Oh my vaſt Wounds ! there's that wide breach of ruine 
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In thisone breaſt, willlet in death-enough _ NN 
To break both hearts. | | | 
Sax. Together let 'em break. are adi: 
Ang. Oh my wrongd Lord, i acnes Sn 


When to my fatal Bed th'Adulterer came, . , 

But oh that hour be blotted from eternity ! 

I harmleſs, languiſhing, expeRing Innocence, 

Met the foul Traytour, kiſt, embraced him, loved him, - 
Around his neck my longing arms I threw 5 > 
For I was kinde, and thought, my Lord, 'twas you. 
Oh horrour, horrour, unexampled horrour ! 

Sax. Name it no more. Why did the eternal Being: 
Create a form ſo perfeQly divine, | 
The miracle of Story, Ages, Worlds, 

So far above her Sex upon a Pyramid 

Of Trophies fixt like a tranſparent Glory, 

And now all at one ſudden blaſt of Lightning 

To ſtrike the Maſter-piece of their Creation, 
Thrown headlong from her Pinacle of Honour, . 
And dafſhthe ſhining Chriſtal.Globe to pieces? 
Bluſh, bluſh, ye Gods, bluſh till your glowing Skies - 
-Anticipate the worlds laſt Funeral-pile, 

And ſcorching Nature burn and'rave as I do, 

Ang. Methinks I ſee thro' your diſtracted eyes 
A load of Fate weigh down your drooping Soul z-. 
Andisit all for your poor Azgeline ! 

Be comforted z what tho I come todie, 
"Tis but a ſhort farewel to this baſe world, 
Till we ſhall meet 1n- purer Joys above. 

Sax. Ah no, my Argeline 3 when thou art dead, 
I am afraid my Wrongs ſo high. will riſe, 6 
Make ſuch Complaints againſt my angry Stars, 

Till in deſpair | 

I curſe the Author of my wretched Being ; - 
Then in my wilde Apoſtate fury die, 

And never meet thee more. wh 

Ang. O fie, my Lord, > 
Take heed, take heed of this unjuſt deſpair 3 
_ Oh 


TO TOE C 
F % 
4 _— - 


Y DI 4 5 L w -* Ah "* ot n _ 4 EIN. _ my 


Oh pray to Heav'n, and think that T am there. 

Oh d6 not tax the great Omnipotence 

Of crght,unjuſt ; when they depoſed us here, 

No doubt 'twas but to crown us brighter there. 
Sax. Yes, ye great Powers, make ns amends in Heav'n 3 

For we have had buthittle Juſtice here. 
Ang. Oh my dear Love, I die. 

Now take me, take me to thy deareſt arms: 

You need not be afraid t'embrace me now, 

For I ſhall die, and be all white agin, 

And you may love me then without a ſin. 

In this warm Bed a ſpotleſs Martyr lay, 

For Death's kind hand wipes all my ſtains away. D3es. 
Sax. What diſmal Planets reiga'd when I was born ? 

Planets, Fiends, Furies! 

Theſe were th'aſcendant Lordsat my creation 

That abhorr'd Night : whea-my unlucky Parents 

Mixt their unhappy Loves to form this Being, 

No ſmiling Star peep forth. E | 

But where's this Raviſher, this Pope, young Fairy * 4 

Revenge, ye Gods, revenge! Is there that word | 1 

In all the dear Records of Fate for me ? FEE 4 

Oh could I but. eſcape from this dire place, 

And meet once more that Monſter face to face ! 
Amir, My Lord, you ſhall, 
Sax. How, Boy ! ſay that again. | | 
Amir. Sir, chis Gold | WE - 

Deſign'd to buy your Bloud, ſhall pay your Ranſome : 

With this I'll purchaſe your deliverance. | 

Thus f{zcretly releaſt, beit your art 

To ſtrike your Dagger to the Traytors heart. 
Sax. Now art thou kinderthan a giving God, 

Andeven preventſt my Prayers. From thy bright Heav'n, 

Bleſt Saint, look down, and let thy well-pleas'd Ghoſt - 

Smile at the Victim T intend to make thee. 

And the {low pangs of his fad heart forgive, 

Who for thy Vengeance muſt thy Fate outlive. 
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do 2 = Scene'the Lal: 


. a Paſsport to ſlip me by Purgatory into the other world, 
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Enter a Rabble of Romans. 
From within. ] A Proceſſion ! a Proceſſion! A Proceſſion ! 
Rom. 1. Well Neighbours, ſince his Holineſs is pleaſed to give 

us a Holy-day, let us improve it, and make the beſt uſe on't, that 

is, go tothe Tavern, and be down-right drunk. 
Rom. 2. I, Neighbour, for I never knew any other uſe of a Ho- 
ly-day, but firſt to go to Church, and then be drunk. 


Rom.1. You make a juſt interpretation : but here lies the que- 


ſtion, whether we ſhall fit in the Tavern like Sots, -and not be 
drunk till night, or go and be: preſently drunk; then go home, 
beat our Wives, and ſleep an hour, then riſe and be drunk again 
before Sunſet, this 1 take to be the improvement of the day. 
Rom. All. 1,71, *tis, *tis. - 
Rom. 2. But heark you, Neighbour, do you never go to Charch ? 


Rom. 1. Poſitively, no ; my reaſons I will render. Firſt, you . 


do not take me for the leaſt Fool amongſt you. 

All. No, no! | | 

Rom. 2. Nor the leaſt Knaye, Neighbgur's. 

All. No, No. - . ; 

| Rom.1. Then I conclude Til never pray at all,” whilſt we 

we have ſuch Shoals of Church Men to do it for us, a&Cardinals, 
Monks, Abbots, Priors, and a thouſand Orders more 3+ and with' 
all theſe Holy Men about us, 'tis impoſſible we ſhould: be damn'd, 
Neighbours. "oa : 

Rom, 2. Ay, but, Neighbour, you ought to help at a dead lift, 


_ -*tishard truſting to other mens prayers. | 


Rom. 1. Why, don't 1 pay+for it, 1 rell thee it goes againſt the 
grain to pray and pay too, I'll not do't not I, and if I bedamin'd, 
at their peril be it. \ es 

Rom. 2. Then I perceive, Neighbour, you are ina deſperate 
condition. er RF +> 

Roms. 1. Not at all, for always, when I pay the Prief 
tiesI always take agacquittance, and thoſe AcquittancesTt 


"0661. 


Rom. 2. But which of thoſe other worlds do you think to _ to? 
Rom. 1. So 1 *ſcape Purgatory, no matter which. A 
Rom. 2.,But I am atraid this will not do your Work, Neighbour ! ! 
| Roms. 1. Then let the Church *bate me my. Peter-pence, and 11! 
pray for my ſelf: and ne'er trouble them, and that ] I think is fair. 

All. Aye, Aye! 

Rom. 1. Belides that's taking the bread out of the Prieſts 
| Mouths, and that's no other than Sacrilege, *cis plain Intrenchs 
ment. 

Rom. 3. latrenchment !* what” Intrenchment ! ! 

Rom. 1. Are.you ſuch a fool: you-don't know what Intrench- 
ment means, why Intrenchment is a hard word, and FOR! all know 
what a hard word 15, | 

* yy iy es ] 

"ROM. 1. Why, 'tis medling with what we. FH barking to.do 
"with, whichis no better than picking ones Pocket ;, why Neigh- 
bour, you keep a reverend Brandy Shop, and would not youtake 
it tif a Cardinal ſhould ſetup, and{ell Brandy by you?. Introth, 
he'd gonigh to break you. - 

Rom. 3. =f dod, would he ? | 

Rrm.4. Vl undertake, if a Cardinal ſhould ell. Brandy, he'd 
be the cheſt man in all Rowe. | 

Rom. 1. Tl undertake*then Fil find you one ſha do't.. 


"Zu ef the Die of. Saxony with condi; bearing in s the dead ed 
þ bas of... the Datcheſs of PONY 

Row. 2. But ſee that which you call'da Proceſſion (Sg .morc 
like a Funeral... 


D. Sax. Oh, OY Romans,, We behold $] -- 9s 7 
Will fll_your. Eyes; with Tears, and | ew 6x6 3.1 A 
And if this fight alone ſhall falltomope, von bon wg 19 2 572 
For Deaths are-comron in the Stretes of gp 1 1) to aria ly th 


Yet wilkthe Story, when unfolded, - ſtrike p= | 
You all with ſudden horrour 2nd amazement. moiiihns: 
, Row..1, Dad, he ſpeaks well, >. 169014. 07 

" Sax.; Say worthy; Relan's. ons poo odet  Ohueds 1 ei 
if freely you'll afford your Charity Hoe I] -x 


: - LO 
Tod/an'affiitted Prince that preſt with griefs 
And injuries, lays by his Honours, _ 
And Titles to become your humble Suppliant. 
Rom. 2. Our humble Suppliant. 
Sax. Nor do I doubt, but when you have heard my Story, 
You will afford your pity and revenge. DR 
Row. 1. Well Sir,. I underſtand you are a Prince, and that” 
your good Lady is dead, and you'd have us make her alive” again. 
We can do you nogood in it; *tis not every man that lives in 
Rome can do that Job, but if you'll ſpeak to the Pope, or one of his 
Cardinals they'll do it for a word ſpeaking. | | 
Sax. And is this all the attention you can give me ! 
Oh, Rome, how 15 thy wonted Braveneſs changed, 
Since thy. Inhabitants at call of -42thozy . 
Flock'd round the Body of their murder'd Czar; 
With Tears they waſh'd his Wounds, 
And mixt a Deluge with his guſhing Blood ; 
Then ſtarting from the Corps with noble rage, 
Revenge and Juſtice through the Streets they. cryed. 
Oh, Romans, you will live to ſee that day 
When from your Roofs your Daughters will be dragg'd, 
Their Virgin Innocence abuſed with duſt, 
And thus brought home a lamentable SpeQacle. 
Thus ſhall your Wives and Daughters all be raviſhed, 
Diſhonour'd, Poyſon'd. 
Rom. 2. Why, has the Princeſs been ſo ſery'd! 
Rom. 1. So it ſeems, if you'll believe a dead woman. 
Sax. If this dearBeauty, bornof Noble Blood, 
By Wedlock planted in a Prince's Boſom, 
Could not eſcape from Treafon,. Rapes and Death, 
How ſhall your Wives, your Daughters, and your Siſters, 
To whom no Awe, nor Guard makes difficult approach; 
Be ſafe ; no, I preſage they ſhall be proftituted all, 
Defiled, abuſed, torn up with impious luſt ; 
And to conceal the wicked Aors names, * 
Be murdered as mine has been. | p 
Rom. 2. But, pray,Sir, if a man may be ſo bold, who was the 
Dog that did this plaguy Job ; by S. //:zifred,my Fingers do! ſo 


itch to'be athim. _ C 2 Rom, 


Ros. 1. Ay, do but tell us where we may find the Dog, and 
we will roaſt the Rogue: and make the Devil a Feaſt of him. 
Sax. I, that's the thing I ask, revenge, revenge me. 
And to encourage you for this great deed ; _ "4 
Take this, and this for your Reward, and Heaven 
And Juſtice for your Leaders. | | 
Rom.'1, Gold, Boys ! | DD 
Rom. 2. A noble worthy Prince, and we'llliveand die by him. 
S$zx. But Gentlemen, when TI have recounted the ſtrange * 
AQors, and the more ſtrange Villainy, = wo 
I fear the Story will appear ſo monſtrous 
That you'll ſcarce dare befieve me. 
Row. 2, How, not believe, and live at Rome. 
Rom. 1. Dowe believe in Images, and Relicks, and Holywater, 
and Miracles, and not believe an honeſt golden Prince ? 
Sax, Then, generous Romans, know, 
I owe mine and this Beauteous Martyrs ruine 
To your accurlſed Pope. Dh 
Rom. 1. The Pope! pa 
Rom. 2. The Pope! « I” ; 
Rom. 23. Take heed Sir, what you ſay ; the Pope ! - 
But that you have greas'd us in the fit or elſe —— _ 
Udtlid, the Pope ! . 'X 
Sax. Nay, Romans, donot think I utter ought js 
Againſt Romes Majeſty, but Romes Ufurper ; _ 
Not that great Office, - and the bleſſed Prelacy, , 
But the accurlt Impottor that profanes it : 
Oh, Gentlemen, that feeming Royal Head - | ; 
-To which you kneel and pray, is an abhorr'd, £5 
Loath'd Sorcerels; a filthy rank Adultereſs, ' 5 
A Woman damn'din Luſt, whilſt the vile Schriech Owl - 
Broods in the Neſt of Eagles. - 5 


Enter Lorenzo. 
Zor. The murder'd Avecline, and the Saxon Duke. 
This Grounds too hot for me. | . [ Offers togo., 
Sax. Stay Villain, ſtay. - "Za 
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Faq. 


Look von that Martyr, and this Arm, and then 
Prepare thy Soul for everlaſting Fire. 
.  Zor.-1Twill not fight with thee. 
Sax. Not fight ! 
Art thou a Brute ſo rank, and yet ſo fearful. _ 
'- ButdoLtalk, a Minutes life%s too long. * [ Fights. 
Zor.Thou haſt kill'd me,and Damnation thank thee for*r. (Dies, 
Sax. Thus far, bleſt Saint, thy great revenge ſucceeds. 


Enter Pope, Cardinals, Prieſts, and other Offices, as in me af 4 
Proceſſion. | 


Pope. Lorenzo wn d, and that Saxon Baſilisk 
Alive, and in the head o *h? Multitude ! 


I am betrayed, undone. —_ 
Sax. Romans, Lords, Cardinals, to you I ow, 
That brand of Hell -— 


Pope.* Now by yon bright Omnipotence, | 
Some black deſign againſt Romes awful Godhead. 
$zx. No, by yon bright Omnipotence I come 
For Juſtice, - Juſtice againſt Rowes Scarlet Whore: 
Pope. Dear adored Devil, ſave me but this once. 
Sax. Oh Romans, Romes once ſhining Dignity 
And dazling Glory is eclipſed for ever. 
Inſtead of Majeſty t'adorn a Throne, | 
That mitred Monſter is a Whore, Hag, Sorcereſs. 
Pope. Heavens, can your Thunder ſleep, and tamely hzar 
Sach Blaſphemies within the Walls of Rowe. 
Card. 1. Inhumane Inſolence, 
Card. 2.. Exquiſite Traytor! 
Szx. No, willful blind deluded Pilates no, 
Eternity blaſt me, if ſhe-benot a Woman, 
And the moſt rank Damnation ever ſhaped, 
And to make up her Ipathed Abominations. 
By her contrivance was this Beauty = © - 
Firſt raviſhed, and-then Tqurder'd : 9%, 7) 
Whil6 th? Hell-burnt Luft of the adult*'rous Hag 
Wikia theſe blaſted Arms fopplyeg her Room. 
. Pope, 


"67 - 


| : ' Pope, Oh Rome, ak Poet: leRt: Mo vrithof of, Heap,» 


Should rain down Fire upon your guilry 
Upon the forfeit of your Souls revenge.me. ., . -- 
$4x. Revenge my W rongs, and this fair Martyrs = 
Oh right the. Honour of Romes injured Majeſty, vo 
And bura the Enchantrels. 
Pope: Oh right-the Honour of Romes injured Majeſty, . £ 
And {iſe the Heretick. [ SaXOny Axaws, and 
makes at the Pope, but is diſarm a by the people 
All the Card, Burn, burn the Traytor. 
Zhe Rabble. Burn him, bura him, burn him. 
[ Exennt the Rabble, forcing out Saxony to execution. 
Pope. This dread Encounter, (oh my ſtaggering irame ) 
Has looſen'd every Venm about my Heart, 
And tam all o'er Convulſions. But lead on, : 4 
And end the Sacred Buſineſs of theday, | | - 
His Treaſon ſtopt, but his Blood clears our way. | Exennt, [ 


EO 


'< 
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The Scene open s, and diſcovers a Stake and Fagg ots, with Prieſts with 
Lighted Torches to kindle the Fire; and the Ratble bureying SaX0- 
ny#o the Fire. 


Sax. Burn at/a Stake, doom'd like a Slave, a Traytor! = 
' Farewel thou Royal rank Church Whore, farewel, 
Live and reign on, yes hot Inchantreſs tive 
Romes univerſal Teeming, Fruitful Proftitute: 
Brood on Romes: gurſed Chair, brood like a hatching Baſilick : 
Entail thy. Luſt Ca thouſand Generations, | - = hi 
And warm the Neſt for all thy bloody-Succeſſors :;,,, 1 | ; 


May not that Beaſt of Prey, a. Pope, ſucceed LS, IK | 5 
But 'be thy Baſtard, Not a Collmgr Gopltex:. yo Os IA | 
But be thy Brothel. - «5 ON AT SALEEY | 


And nota fawning Cardinal but thy Bad». Err: ON 
And leſt thy hopeful progeny ſhoul fall, li 56 | 52 be 
Mix thy black Luſt with ſome cngendring Devil, -- 21D, 
And people thy curſt Rome with Impsand Goblins: athivir 5 | 
And ro cinploy all Hells wholdftock; of Fire, ' - +4, 4, TH: U | 
May all thy race be Cardinals, Pbpeg;Abbots, > 230-1 ft ori 4s 
I | Monks, 


& =) 
p 


: Lars, Prieſts and altbe | Find jam 'Y 3 
Ba Pec-Burn him, burithiae” + OM mo (Te Pa | 


her Cardinals. 4 C y Mer, 


as 60d, 'x Whors, 4 ooh; SEOELEL 


| Cas, Ad. I, By a f, 
% =” SEonfulion ? . ROmes dead: Majeſty ma, 
Fr. _ Pz'teemuagHag, andan abortive Baſta : 
- þ* © Card;2, Miſcarried in the Street, 1th To: LIT A pure A 


"+ Card3. Irophoed, nodobt, with that fierce heQoring Duke : 
NF © _ The puny, half got, weak, untimely Baſtard 
" Fell from the brooding Fiend. 
Ml = Card. 4. Romes Royal Chair, 
| Once the bright Seat of Heavens great Deputies; 
Profaned and ſullied by a Whore, a Syren ; Ct er pang 
May this curſt day, I, this more curled deed”” at EE 
From: Rowes great*Annals be for ever torn. - - 
Card. x. No let her ſhame be branded to poſter — 
Firſt be her Body into Zyber thrown, 
Then hers and her unſhapen Baſtards Image 
Be fix'd upon a Pyramid in Rome : 
And laftly, in all future times 4 
No Mitred Prelate-in di Prog (ſian, 7 . : 
Preſume to pals Se et dra deteſte erred ; 
Where this curſt Sorcerels fell. 
al * Card. 2. But my good Brothers, 
How ſhall we guard our Mother Churches biightnels « 
From new pollutions ; fence her holy Throne *#= l 
| From new Impoſtors: from all future Sorceries > 
| | : Card. 1. Oh Brothers, by immediate revelation, 
Touch'd with a Spark from yon Celeſtial Orb, _ 
| '  Tve have found that happy glorious great deſign, 
For which our yet even unborn Hers ſhall oaks me. 
- Card. 3. Oh ſpeak. | . 
|. Card. 1. Thus; then the Coronation Poiphoty, * 
On which Xomes inſtailed Biſhop, Heavens *; 
Lieutenant takes his great Commiſſion, : | 
Shall may it have that ſubtle concave form'd 


x 


yo. 2: Now: hs: k 
I gueſs thy gloriqus IUTPD 
Card. 1.5Now Devilgw 
Romes awful Throne ft 


it you:Catl, *, 
Romes Mitred Head Jgnoriogh fall be a Man. 
KR 077146 Merred | Hee?” 
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[ 50.3 4H 
A [ſtrange prophetick horrour tells my 
That oe = je 'd Wnrfor facrifice. 
The Ghoſt of the old: Duke of + 76g riſes with a burning 
Taper in his hand... 
Look, look ! | 
Here the Ghoji with. Tip eres train of fire above 
him, which immediately writ om the Wal, in Capitai 
letters in « blowdy fire, thewrnd MURDER 5 which 
continues burning ſome time. 
My Angeline, my Royal Father's Ghoſt | 
See Murden,' "Nitudder | 'Oh the voice of Bloud! | 
Stay, (tay, thou Royal Harbinger of Pate. The Ghoſs ſinks. 
Oh, Avyetixe, the hand of Heaven's againſt us. 

PApe” Adored dear Devil, ſave me but this once. { efide.)&weels. 
Sax. That murder'd fleeping Shade wakes from Deaths arms 
To call us to his own untimely Grave.- to 

Now, Pope, thou and thy black Colleagues of Hell, 

Compleat their impious Vengeance. 
Pope. By all that's dama'd, Lam loſt: This Meſſenger) 
Of Hell was ſent for me. 
Cur off thus early! Oh the ſenſclef Devil, 7 {oy 
Thus to play Booty 'gainſt himſelf f . 1 bo 1h hits LY 
Miſtaken, dull infernal fools; "I have-not yet | * vinth "af 


Sate lohg-enough on Kowe's Imperial Throne 
To to youhalt the ſervice of a Pops; 71:1 -1. ba 
_ $ax. Witneſs, good Heav'ny for:my owuliſe | fear ie 
But thy hard fate tormeats wy bleeding SouE-!: i: ,--; Ted 
If we muſt burn, thus arm in armwe'lkdiess \ +. 4 Embracing. 
Speak to thy Love 3 why ſpeaks not my dear _—_— 
There needs no filence ia our Kiſſes now: /' | + 3: 

Pope. Ruin'd! betray'd 1 undoneEWfÞ bor ſtk, OY 
He'll find my Screech-owly xbicez) andif iefees me; :- 
He'lknow oy = prpoder ran: _ __ out. FI 
Speak oy -not l xe M>:f | a6 | 
Curſe on your blazing Thrones. No.Ditch-born Hag, 
Was ever doom'd toſuch a fate as [:am... q- \ 
By Hell, I ſcorchalready :. Fire and Etna! nid } 
Trajtore, Priefts; — Here, open 'the-doos. racking. 


4X. 


[51] 
aut Ha 


e. Naw could I part with all my Keys of Heav's, - 
Burk be one Picklock to-theſe Iron-bars. [afide. 
Make haſte, ye tardy Dogs, here's Gold to pay you. 
- my deaf, ye ſlaves! a Jewel worth a Kingdom, 
© bwuhe Tou for 4 Key! 

wh <- Ravens and Vultures | 

Fope. I cannot, dare not burn, Dull drowſie Villains---- 

Sax, What art thou? ſpeak, infernal Fiend, what art thou? 


fe erizing her, 
Succubus, what-Gibbet haſt thou robb'd ; 
For that loath'd form, 'to ſtain my ſacred Bed, 
And damn my cheated Soul ! 
Pope. In _—_ no farther 3 
I will not 
Sex. Speak, or & will tear thy Soul one. - 
Pope. Save your own. - | 
Flie, or we burn, _ * Enter -Priefii"and Lights. 
Sax. ByHeav'ns, the very form bor abit; + 
- Of my dead Father's Poyſoner! | 
I prisf. What's here |! 
2 Prieft. A Whore! 


3 Prieſt. A Whore [-. 3 

Sax. Oh; Getichinien;# :wre-thatHa thar Sorecreſ; 
The very Witch thatl me ehPatal Pi $5 
And brought the # herown Hell to kindle it, 


4 Prieſt. The'Lady Lhad 6d thyee kandred Crowns toBawd for, 
And her ProteQion may tree thouſand. 
1 Priefl. Take her, Sabo \theWitch, © 7 > 
--O fave me! ſaveme! 
br Prieft, Hold, Brothers, let me anſwer for this Lady: 
She-is my MiftriGand'm y Charge $ acd with.” 


- My BloudFll juſtifie rin Sue. 0B] ; 
"Pope, Good, [naw enper] render-heartel Fatfier, | 
This Diamond ſpeak my thanks,” 5? v5 'G1265 biuk «Ring, 
1. Prieſs. ramp enoty Jy v6 oH LETROPF { 
eas 


2.Priefi, One of our "Me Kiegds & 


APvO8- An bod ORF DN Tone that flat Protecteher.. 5 


[52] 
Sax. Prote@t her ! how | prote& the. greateſt 6 mera 
That ere diſgraced a Jay],; or Thamed a Gibber. 
Secure her, ſeize her. 
4 Prieſt. Stop that-mad mans mouth ; 
T1! ſtake my life to vindicate this Lady. — 
I Prieſt. Enough, erou ugh tf fie, let the Lady pas. 
2 Prieſt, Madam, your | 
3 Prieft. Make room there for this Lady.. - 
Pope, Ten thouſand Saints reward you he this kindatk: 
4 Prieſt. We are your Vaſfals. "Oſbering her to 
2 Prieſt. Madam, your faithfhl Servants. the door. 
Pope. -Such an Eſcape, kind Fate---- Exit, led ont by ber friend 
S$2x.” Horrour unſpeakable © the fourth Priefh.. 
What Monſter has this nightflept in my arms? - - 
Dol live, ſpeak, move, walk? Is yon your Heav'n, 
YourEarth I tread on, or your Air I breath in ? 
And is this load of Nature Fleſh and Bloud >. 
Or it.alla Dream, oram I chang'd 
To ſome idicarnate Devil, doom'd to walk . - 
Deaths burning plains, converſe with Imps and Goblins, 
Tread the dark Mazes of eternal night, 
And ſkep with Hags and Snccubas. ! EX Dao 
Oh the vaſt Feavour of my burning Bloudf : a ELSEL 
Some Ocean quench me,or ſome Mountain (nalloy me.) $4 
Not Chriſtian ſlaves, wrapt up;1a Pitch, ora F:! 
Like burning Tapers to the Savage News. if] 
Not, Herewles in his invenom'd. Cbire,. AL Ax. 
Nor ! wcifer at his firſt plangs, 2d Bert a0 L 
-  Felthalfthe Fires my rogngÞaje nk. 22d odeT Dove. 
"7 76. | »r12 43% oy "Exentns. 


The. Scene PC EIRs to's private Apormen ofthe Pops. ; 


1Eter Papes Lorenzo, dna. | Ho 


bad Pete Tamund in Yes rom -ay ri 
- How k Heav'n forbid : . CE. 7 G Eb 
mail : 


To wy : dear phe 


PS, by fanocurt accent. od 1:7 A Bis TY 


= 
"The ſcene of our delights was ſet on:fice. 
Straight from his Bed the frighted S2xo# leapt, . | 
And thunder'd ia my Ears, Wake, wake, my Angeline ! _ 
| Oh'twas afatal ſound; -not the laſt Trumpet * | 
| Shall wake the Dama'd to greaterpains than mine. 
Curſt be that hour ; the blazing Fire- brands, like 
A Taper to a wandring Midaight-Ghoſt, 
Served but to ſhew the Fiend theſe Eyes diſcaver'd. 
Loy. Diſcoverd! Death: and Furies.- 
Pope. Not thenraged Oedipas 
Alarm'd from his inceſtuous Mothers Bed, 
Raved half fo loud as he. Bot to fum all, 
The Terrours of this hideous-night, | 
The ghaſtly form of the old poyſon'd $2xox, 
Burſt thro' the Marble-floor, and with a Torch 
Dipt in the ſulphurous Lake, from whence he roſe, 
In diſtin& GharaQers of Bloud and Fire, EY 
Writ MURDER inthe blazing Roof above us. - 
, Tor. Ohyou diſtrakt mel! 
How got you off 2 How could you 'ſcape with life? 
Pope. By Miracle | - Fes. 
Had nottheentring Jaylours ſaved me, > ET 
- He had torn my heart our. - -:.-/: - 
Lor. But, dear Madam, tell me : 
The Treaſon was too plain. ''Butido you think 
He didſuſpe& or gueſs the real Traytreſs.> 
| There, there's the fatal paint.” GOLD Foy 
Pope. OhT have but too'much reaſon to believe itz 
For at the horrour of theſe killing Eyes, -* 
He cri'd, The Features of my Fathers Poyſoner. 
And tho betwixt his wilde diſtracted ſenſes C 
Heleft me with the name of Witch, Fiend, Sorcereſs, 
And what elſe other odde: fantaſtick forms ©: 
His wandring Rage.cuuld ſhape; I am not ſafe; © + 
Lor. No, you are undone :- for if he/lives, 'you die. 
Should tatling fame but whiſper you are a-woman, ” 
'Twill make the ſcorching world-toa:hot'to hold you. 
Pope. - But, my Loreazo, l-prevent that danger; Cara 
208 | © OT 
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Far L am reſolved he dies, Yet, Gads | tis hard,-. 


'Tis very hardto kill the mark love; . 


| But if he keeps a tongue, I loſe a head. 


No, his. inavenom'd Lungs breathe Plagues, and I : 
Muſt root his heart up to difledge-that Poyſon. - 
Peace, fooliſh Lowankie towed 5 | 
I fit on Rome's great Throne, a Seat hoo Leigh: 
To hazard for the.Pleaſures of a Ni 
Saxon, thy life E cannot, muſt not ſave; - * 
Oh, I mult ſend. thee to thy Father's Grave : - . 
For know my Love muſt be my glories {lave. 
Lor, Spoke like Roxe's Monarch | This aScepter'd hand... 
And a Crown'd head ſhonld be..:: 


Pope.. But is it not E 
His Father I have pop Do's, fin ſtain'd his Bed, * 
Himſelf imprifonth on ot his Saul, 
His deareſt Princeſs thou haſt both whored andreviſhe Ks: 
But to all theſe accumnlaced Crueltics | 
I muſt at laſt adde his own.muxder too TN 
Is t not barbaraus { 2 | 
Lor. Death, not at all : _ 


' For now. you are kinde, and put himout of 5 FRAY 


Beſides, your lifeand Crown 5 At Crowds 5 let that... 


Inſpire yonr.Soul.-; 

Does not th'invading r tht leads: - 

His thouſands and his the s out to bun 

To ſcale the Walls of ſome. » Imperial City, : 
Fill up a Ditch with hi 


To makea Bridge to Glory. IF their glor) 
Can murder thouſands, ſhall yours ſhrink ot one: + 
Poor gaſping (lave ? > --: 

- Pope. Thouartan excellentOcatour, 
Iſtand confirm'd ;. but whille I taytatalk, 
Danger.grows big and; terrible... 
Here, Amiran,.Jll leave: the Charge to thee : 
Take theſe three thouſand crowns, and ſteal 'em into 
The hand of that  eonſcientious Prieſt, 
My. honeſt Bawd that ſaved my.threatn'd life. 


Tae) 


| Thou mayſt a ſafely forme; for he knows 
Not who, nor whence thou art. Tell him, his buſineſs 
Is onely te-give the mad wilde S2x9x Duke 
A ſober ſleeping Pill : He'l underſtand thee. 

Amir. Madam, your great Commands ntuſt all be ſacred ; 
And my whole life's too ſhort for my obedience : 
Yet pardon me when I have one Graceto beg, 
That you'd be pleaſed texcuſe-my trembling hand 
From this too cruel office. | 

Pope. How, my Girl ! 
A fit of Conſcience | fie, let not that check thee. - 
Shrink-not to ſerve me now. | 
Do this, -and make me thigeentire for ever. 

Amir. Well, Madam, I am your flave. 
' Pope. Thanks, wykinde Aires. TE? 

Make haſte, my Girl. | | | F< 3502 
Amir. 1 flic tobey you. RET. ___ "8x8 Amir, 
Pope. SO! | 

Poor Saxony, thy Fate rides Poſt. 

Well, if there's any thing in/ the airy Dreams 

Of Faith, Religion, Piety, 

Things which-poor little anembitions Ghurch- -men 

Have nothing elſe todabur to believe in;-+ 

Whilſt we:the great and glorious Micred heads 

Have other work mip gh metro mind. 

They ſay that Provideneeto ſeffering Ianocence, 

Gives Crowns and Paradiſe. Then, Ir5ag 

Art happy, and F kinde 3 aid iF Etert | 
Has, to wrong'd Virtue, Cooltelations x 
Why ſhould I ſick to ſend-the mo Ih reto en a? 
--Or why ſhould ſaarling fooksat blond're 


When Death's the Furnace dots: their cr "IM ? by A 
Tis Wounds and Death:that Hetv'n with Srars does paint, 
' And the kind |Murderer tranſlates the Saint, - - 
Ds Exennt. 
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The Sceze the Priſon. 
Amiran alone. - 


Amir _T Ither I come to bring a, Sqveraign head, 
A Soveraign Cure, a ſober RG Pill; 

I, that's the word. - 
Poor Sexony ! thy Royal Father. murder'd,-. 
' Thy deareſt Princeſs raviſht, and to makeup. - 
The: moſt unnatural monſtrous-maG of Cruelty, 
Thy Fathers Poyſpt , ad<hy Fathers Whore, - 
Lodged in thy Bed. Ohthoufzt a true. Qciginal -: 
Of unexampled Miſery : No Tragedy: 
Exe equal d thine. Yet after all, this moſt © - 
Wrong'd Prince muſt bleed, and I muſt be his murderer. - 
Oh my faint Arm ! Oh-my Barbarian Miſtrils! | 
Well, I remember I have ſerved thy Luſt, 
My breaſt the Cabinet toll thy 
Nay, like an Uſurer tothe Truſt thou kaſtleat me, . | 
I've Play 'd py dry fx Ills .. 
I nevertrem at's 'S 
In;Murder ſo. beyond a Female Villaio, 

{mp ſtartles. at the thooghe.- But why, -. 
do.I play the fooliſh Cracadile, , | 


purawhere I muſt kill ?, -- 
Enter Saxony-avd Carlo: - 
© _ --- Yonder he comes! 
Let meretire a while, and borrow ſtrength E 
For rhiovice Execution . _ cdbſconde 


S4X» 


5 C921. 
Sex. Oh my wrong d Augeline, ©! [//: 
What have I done? by what Infatuation, 
What dama'd Illuſion led, have'F a Moafter 
Claſpt tomy breaſt? or has ſomeRival-God, 
In malice to thy happier envyed Lord, ' 
Caught thee this Heaven toutſhine yon dridting Stard, 
And left that changeling Demon'i in'my Arms! 
I ſhall run mad. 
Amir. Alas, poor injur'd Prince ! 
Sex. Tell me, ye Powers lofernal, I conjure you 
By all the Pleaſures of Revenge 3 
And thou curſt Pope, thougreater blacker Devit; 
Tell me by what Inchantments, Spells, Drugs, Minerals, 
That ſavage Whore you lodged within my Arms; 
And to make up that Monſter more than execrable, 
Lent her thy own infernal face to blaſt me. 
. Amir. OhI can hold nolonger! Ye Gods, 
That fomuch Excellence ſhould be created 
For ſo much Ruine! Pity, Conſcience, Love, 
I know not which thou art : But onthe ſuddain ; 
My dire reſolves are ſtagger 'd. | | 
Sax. Art-thou here |! 
Oh my young Pandar | ye kinde Powers, I thank you. 
Thou unfletcht Imp, thou early-lighted brand | 
Of everlaſting fire, tell me what Fury 
Thy impious hand lodggd i iamy Bed laft _ 5 
. Tell me, for I will know. 
Amir.. Oh, Sir, no more, 
I cannot, muſtnor, will not, darenot tell you. 
Sex. Not tell me! Now by thy own Mother- fo 
That bore thee in a Ditch, fed thee with Sco 
Swath'd thee with Adders, fauckled thee with 
And dipt thee youngin Hell, 
Speak quickly, or ll tear the curſed Secret - | 
From thy impoſtum'd heart ; y”_ or I'll kill thee. 
Amir. Yes,do, Sir, and I'll thank you _ the kindneſs 3 
For if I ſpeak, I muſt kill Needed ug To, 
I have that ſenſe of your uakappy ſuſerings, | 
That ' 


| [5 "oY 
That I had rather die my ſelf thas be.” b em 10. 21.7, 
Your Murderer. EO UTE PWER 
Sax. Andart thou thewin cameſt: .br 
Come, prithee ſpeak.z 1:was to blame to-chide thees. Uo as it) 
* Be not afraid; ſpeak but the:fatdliteuth, i570 vis 07 i len 
And by my hopes of Heav'nd will forgive: thee. - 2?r1 3 9-11; 1208; : 
Out with it, come ;' now'wouldſt:thou tex me ab>.1 -361f: Hof bo/ 
But art aſhamed to own thy ſelf a Bawd : Ham 017 ils 
*Las, that might be thy Fathers fanlt; not thine... 
Perhaps ſome haneſt humble Cottagebred _— "6 
And thy ambitious Parents poorly-proud,;i y 13 {is * 
For a gay Coat madethee a Page at Gourty ori | 
And for a plume of Feathers ſold thy:Soul ;. '- . ; 
But 'tis not yet, notyettoa late to _ it. | 
Amir. Oh my-ſad heart: RG! 
Sax. Come, prithee ſpeak Tettbut © 
A true confeſlion plead thy penitence; - 
And Heav'a will then forgive thee as 1 do. - 
Antir. But, Sir, canyou reſolve to lend an car 
To ſounds ſo terrible; ſo-full of fate, - 
As will not onely aQ a ſingle Tragedy, 
But even dif: joynt all Natures Harmony, ' 
And quite untunethe world > for ſuch, ſuchare 
The Notes that F muſt breathe. 
Sax. Oh my dear Murderer, : | ir 7 #»:, 
Breath 'em as cheerfully as the ſoaring: Lark: 
Wakes the gay Morn. Thoſe dear ſweet Aus that kill me, 
Are my new nuptial Songs. My Angeline 
Has been my firſt, and Death's my: ſecond Bride. +»: 
Amir, Know then, th'Enchantreſs that theſe-two laſt nights. 
Slept in your boſome; -was:your Fathers Poyſoner. 
_-> $ax. Riddles/and Death | what myſtick ſounds are theſe >- 
Amir. That Sorcereſs that-in a borrow'd ſhape 
Ulſurps Rome's ſacred Throne, Was the dire Cr 
Sax. Ha! 
_ Amir. Oh Sir, Eread that li alas in your eyes 
That tells me, I have ſet your Soul on-fire. ©. 


Break, PR great heart; ——_D toa much loſt to line, - - 


[99] 
And for the laſt, th&{areurefifivsl hab, - 
For I muſt tell you all. Thar More Hg 
Began her game with your unhappy Fater, 
You may remember i#t# the Szxm Gonret, * © 
A fatal Beauty-call dJoerne Aughte, 
That Syren firſt defiled your Fathers Bed, © 
And then by Jealoufie transform'd this Prieft, | 
And by Revenge this Mardever---chis bloud, | 
His Royal bloud ſhe doubly, doublypoyſon's d. 

Sax. Thunder and Earthquakes! 

Amir. And not tend there neither, - 
The beſtial luſt of her inceſtuous Fires- - 

Traced your dead fathers Beaaties itt your Eyes 5, 
And the ſame ſutphurons Mine that blew his for! vp, 
Was light to ſacrifice the Martyrd' fon. 

Sax. A Whore, a Poyſonerl nay, « Fathers Whore, 
And Fathers Poyſoner't Oh my bloated Soul _— 
O moſt unnatural doubly damn'd Hyera; © ' 
Mixt in my Fathers ſhame ! Oh horrour, horrour ! | 
Oh my vaſt wrongs, deſtruction, ruine, death! 
Strike thick, ye darts of fate. My poor dear Angeline. 
Ha ! ſpight. of all my pains, that ee life it hn nerdy 
Say, Boy, how fares- ROI BHFP Th 
Of torturing Furies gore this bleeding bro 0 
E know thou'lt ay ſhe's well, andlives unhurt, 
Sleeps innocent ant in-her golden ſlumbers 
She little dreams what numberleſs diſtraQions 
Surround her wretched Lord.” SEG Or oy 

coo Alas, Sir, --- +2 (MoAgo bis 20" 

dove, The ſaddeſt pitt 60401 ey Kill 

ir, The ſaddeſt ate of a Gary 

Is yet to come. By the ſavis8tizta : 
Fhat has deceiv'd her Lotd/\vi9 y 


By falſe Lorenzo luſt, enjo' | avi 
Sax. Now all the Pla oft ce God, 
- 
164 Ge; an 


Reward theexecrab 

My deareſt, ſweeteſt, and 

Ye Tyrant Powers ye everlaſting revert 
I 2 
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That made mankind for runes end me quickly, 
Oh bury melike the rebellious Gyants, | 
Loaded with Mountain-piles, for.l ſhall rave, 
Rave to that height, till all my gaſping Pangs, 
My rowling Tears, and my loud bellowing Groans, 
Borſt out like Cataradts, enough todeafen 
The very Thunder of my angry Gods.- - 
Yet" hold, I have ſome buſineſs to diſpatch, 
Before my Eye- balls burſt. Say, Boy, canſt thou 
Oblige a very wretched thing,and bear 
My dying ſighs to that dear martyrd Innocence F {7 
Amir. My Lord, I can, | 24 | bo's 253 
Sax. And wilt thou be ſo kind ? F =y re 
Nay, thou'lt be kinder:yet-: for thou'rt a Convert, 
A gentle honeſt Boy. But oh too late ! 
Speak, is it in thy power to bleſs my Eyes - - 
With one laft view of thoſe dear heautepus Ruines, + 1+ /1 
Before we part and die?. .. | 
_ Amir. MyLard, itiss 
. Your Princeſs is my Charge : 
And your own ſervant here, by my inſtructions, 
Shall haſte and bring her to your arms this minute. | 
| Sax. Heav'ns brighteſt Diadem crown thee for this: goodack, 


e There Amfran whifyers with Carlo, 
and rr 4 Key. 


Flie, Cerlo, flic, and as thou bringſt ber hither, 
Repeat the diſmal Tale of all our | 
But oh, 'tis terrible, 'tis wondrous terrible. 

For ſuch chaſt ears, yet ſhe muſt-hear it all. - | 
Leave not onetittle that may. wing hes Soul. . 4535 ©: 4 
| Foritslaſt flight ; for, Carlo, ( y =<wpied Soi 260 

The ſofteſt heart that yoa celeſtjal.fire;.,; -.., - 
Could ever animate; muſt, break; and Ss... 
| We areboth too wretched mute L _ tay Zr. 


on 


And I but ſend thee as her EX 


k. 1 
£ ©, 

* 
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[61] 
Sax. Stay, Carlo, (tay.  Y 
Why all this haſte to. murder ſo mach Innocence ? 
| Yet thou muſt go. And fince thy tongue mult kill 
The brighteſt form th'inamour'd Stars can ere 
Receive, or the impoveriſht World can loſe, 
Go, Carlo, go ; but prithee wound her Soul 
As gently as thou canſt : and when thou leeſt 
A flowing ſhower from her twin-Orbs of light 
All drown the faded Roſes of her Cheeks 3 
When thou beholdſt 'midſt her diſtrafted groans 
Her furious hand, that feeble fair Revenger, 
Rend all the mangled Beauties of her Face, . 
Tear her bright Locks, and their diſhevell'd pride 
On her pale neck that raviſht whiteneſs fall ; 
Guard, guard thy eyes, for, Carle, tis a. fight 
Will ſtrike Speators dead, : Exit Carlo, 
Amir, I fear there needs. '- : | 
No ſtudy now to be that Beauties. Murderer, 
Sax. How, Boy! | 
Amir. The bloudy Pope, frighted laſt night 
At her diſcovered face, has'doomi'd you bot 
Teternal ſilence by a Bowl of poyſon. 
Sax. Damnation. |! 
Amir. Theſe three thouſand Crowns were given me 
To bribe your Prieft to mix your fatal drugs, 
And I amafraid her draught's already paſt. 
Sex. Now for a Bait ſo ſtrong might.catch the Devil | 
I'd angle with this black rank Whore ſhe-Pope; 
I'd float the Witch upon the burning Lake, 
And when the hungry Fiend bob'd up to gorge her, 
I'd with her Grofter ſtick him through the throat, 
And tug him up from Hell. Sport for a God | 
Oh the wilde forms of my: ugruly Soul 


Enter Angeline with her hair diſheveled, attended by. Carlo... 
Thou beauteous pile of everlaſting Woe, | 


[3 


Approach thy wretched Lord. - 


Ang. 


069 
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Ang. Where art thou, Carlo ? WY 872. on 
Lend me thy hand, and guidemiero my Love's - Ped eid1 He 7 l'V 
For theſe benighted eyes/are fo or tiowindin tear; = noff1 157 
That I am all _— and catinot finde my'way! 0 hd of 
Sax. $80 have [ Gen a Clond- alt gilt 'with' Hoke ; CERES 
But oh ye Pow'rs that could a a eat oþ. 
What was her day, if ſhe'can (et fo bright: I 5110 1707 
Ang. Oh my lov'd Lord; 
This ruin'd thing comes to thy feet to die; 
Sax. If thou muſt die, draw neer, my lovely Martyr; z 
Cometo this Breaſt,and make theſe arms thy Monument. 
Ang. In thoſe loy 'darms! Okitay, where am I'going? 
Stand off, my Lord; ſtand'off. © 
Thoſe dear embraces are too bleſt a circle 
For ſuch a ſullied bloated thing as I am. 
Sax. And can I be more miſerable ſtill? 


Ah can thoſe ſetting beams of light 1 withdraw 


Tho laſt kind warmth from thy expiring Lord? 
Ang. No, my dear Life, we muſt embrace no more. 


. Should I approach thoſe charming Frres too nigh, 


There's ſo much vital heat in thy lov'd boſom; 
That I hall live, live a polluted Monſter, © . 
And-makethe bluſhing world aſham'd to own tie. 


- Live with my load of ſhame! No, cruel Pow'rs, 


Hear my laſt Prayer, and givemy murder' d Honour 
And me one Grave. 
Sax. Oh thou bright falling Star, 
Never was Love nor Injuries like thine! 
Poor raviſht ſweetneſs! ; 

Ang. Raviſht! Ol ruine, fate, deftruion, Death? 
Theſe Eyes, theſe Lips; oh Heay ns, this ſacred pr ) 
Once the bleſt Throne of thy'tran{ported Joys,* ** © | 
Made a loath'd Monſters Prey1-Bnt ofr ye "ſhes 


| This is not half my Scene of Woe! Alas, 


The bleeding LavPere ARHING: mourning, eb nA vs 


Could plead as much as this; But I am a wretch 
A thouſand times more metiſtrolly Uq 2 


SH0q 109839 neilT 
o”_ 2 vaſt Wounds ! there's that DES 02301942 


In 


_ And never meet thee more. 


p 63] 

In this one breaſt, willlet-ia death enough 
To break both hearts. c 

Sax. Together let 'em break. 
Ang. Oh my wrongd Lord,”  , - 
When to my fatal Bedth'Adulterer came, 
But oh that hour be blotted; from eternity ! 
| Tharmlefs, languiſhing, expe&ing Innocence, 
Met the foul Traytour, kiſt, embraced him, loved him, | 
Around his neck my longing arms I threw 3 
For I was kinde, and thought, my Lord, 'twas you. 
Oh horrour, horrour, unexampled horrour | | 

Sax. Name it no more. Why did'the eternal Being 
Create a form ſo perfeQly: divine, - 
The miracle of Story, Ages, Warlds, 
So far above her Sex upon a Pyramid 
Of Trophies fixt like a tranſparent-Glory;: | .4 
And now all at one-ſudden blaſt of Lightning | _— 
To ſtrike the Maſter-piece of their Creation, | | 
Thrown headlong from her Pinacle of Honour, 
And daſh the ſhining Chriſtal Globe to pieces? 
Bluſh, bluſh, ye Gods, bluſh till your glowing Skies 
Anticipate the worlds.laſt Funeral-plle, . 
_ ſcorching Nature burn-and rave as I do: - 

Ang. Methinks I ſee thro your diſtracted eyes 

A load of Fate weigh down your drooping Soul 3. . 
And isit all for your poor Angeline !. 
Be comforted; what tho I come todie, 
'Tis but a ſhort farewel tothis-baſe world, 
Till we ſhall meet 1n purer Joys above. 

Sax. Ah no, my Angeline 5 when thow art dead, 
I am afraid my Wrongs {0 bigh will-riſe,: © - 
Make ſuch Complaints againſt my angry Stars, 
Till in deſpair. 1. + 
I curſe the Authorof my wretched Being 5 
Then in my wilde Apoltate futy die, 


Ang. O fie, my. Lotd,: 
Take Deo, take heed of this aj deſpair 3 


a 
= 


RB . » 

Oh pray'to Heav'o, and think that I am there. 

_ Oh do not tax the great Omnipotence 

Of ought unjuſt ;- when they depoſed us here, 

No doubt 'twas but to crown us brighter there. 

For we have had butlittle Julticehere.' ' 
Ang. Oh my dear Love, I die. ' ' | 


* 


Now take'me, take me to thy deareſt arms: 
You need not be afraid t'embrace me now, 
For I ſhall die, and white agin, 
And you may love me then without a ſin. 
In this warm Bed a ſpotleſs Martyr lay, - 
For Death's kind hand wipes all my ſtains away. 
Sax. What diſmal Planets reign'd when I was born ? 
Planets, Fiends, Furies! 5 
Theſe were th'aſcendantLordsat my creation 
That abhorr'd Night : when my unlucky Parents 
Mixt their unhappy Loves to form this Being, 
No ſmiling Star peep'd forth; ARey te) 
But where's this Raviſher, this Pope, young Fairy ? 
Revenge, ye Gods, revenge! ſs there that word 
In all the dear Records of Fate for me > | 
Oh could I but eſcape from this dire place, 
And meet once more that Monſter face to face ! 
Amiy, My Lord, you ball. 
Sax. How, Boy ! ſay thatagain. 
' Amir. Sir, this Gold | | / 
Deſign'd to buy your Bloud, ſhall pay your Ranſome : 
With this I'll purchaſe your deliverance. 
Thus ſecretly relea(t, beit your art 
Toſtrike your Dagger tothe Traytors heart. 
Sax. Now art thou kinderthan a giving God, 
Andevea preventſt my Prayers. From thy bright Heav'n, 
Bleſt Saint, look down, and let thy well-pleas'd Ghoſt 
Smile at the Victim I intend to make thee. * 
And the ſlow pangs of his ſad heart forgive, 
Who for thy Vengeance muſt thy Fate outlive, + _ 


Sax. Yes, ye great Powers, make ns amends in Heav'n 3 


* 


D#es. 


. Exennt. 


©» "Scene: the Laſt. 
Enter a Rabble of Romans. 


 Fromwithin. ] A Proceſſion ! a Proceſſion! 'A Proceſſion ! 
Rom. 1. Well Neighbours ſince his Holinels -is pleaſed to give 


us a Holy-day, let us improve it, and make the beſt uſe on', that. 


is,g0 to the Tavern, and be down-right. drunk. 

 Roms..2. I, Neighbour, -for I never knew any other uſe of a Ho- 
{y-day,- but firſt to go to Church, and then be drunk.” | 
© Rom.x. You make a juſt interpretation : but here lies the que- 
ſtion, whether we ſhall ſit in the” Tavern like Sots, and not be 
drunk till night, or go and be preſently drunk, then go home, 


beat our Wives, andfleep an hour, then rife and be drunk again . 


before Sunſet, this I take to be the improvement of the day. 
Rom. Ah. I, 1, *tis, *tis. EO 


Rom. 2, But heark you, Neighbour, do you never go to Church? | 


Rom. 1. Politively, noz my reaſons I will render. Firſt, you 
do not take me for the leaſt Fool amongſt you. : 

All. No, no! __ 

Rom. 2. Nor the leaſt Knave, Neighbour's. 

All. No, No. :- «> 1 1 5M 
we have ſuch Shoals of Church: Men todo it for us, as Cardinals, 
Monks, Abbots, Priors, and a thouſand Orders more ; and with 


all theſe Holy Men about us, 'tis impoſlible we ſhould be damn'd, 


Neighbours. 


*tis hard truſting to other mens prayers. 


Rom. 1. Why, don't I pay for it, I tell thee it goes againſt the 


grain ta pray and pay'too, I'll not do't not 1, and if 1 be damn'd, 
at their peril be it. | 


Rom. 2. Then perceive, Neighbour, you are ina deſperate 


condition. : 

- Roms, 1, Not at all, for always when I pay the Prieſt his du- 
ties I always take an acquittance, and thoſe Acquittances1 take as 
a Paſsport to ſlip me by Purgatory intothe other world. | 


Roms. 2. Ay, but, Neighbour, you ought to help at a dead lifc, 


Wi. 


I 


Rom. x. Then 1 conclude Fll never pray at all , whilſt we | 


* + - 
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' Rom. 2, But which of thoſe other worldsdo you think to go to? 
Rom. 1. So 1 "ſcape Purgatory, no matter which. | 
Rom. 2.But I am afraid this willnot do your Work, Neighbour ! 

Rom. 1. Then let the Church *bate me my Peter-pence, and I'll 
pray for my ſelf:- and ne'er trouble them, and that T think is fair. 
Ave Afct- : | : 

Rom, 1. Belides that's taking ghe bread out of 'the Prieſts 
Mouths, and that's no other than Sacrilege, *tis plain Intrench- *- 
ment. 

Rom. 3. Intrenchment ! what's Intrenchment ! I 

: Rom. 1. Are you ſuch a fool: you don't know what Intrench- 
ment means, why Intrenchmeat is a hard word, and you all know 
what a hard word 1s, 

"2 S SS | : 

Rom. 1. Why, 'tis medling with what we have nothing to. do 
with, which is no better than picking ones Pocket ; why Neigh- 
bour, you keep a reverend Brandy Shop, and would not you take 
itillif a Cardinal ſhould ſetup, and ſell Brandy by you? Introth, 
he'd gonigh to break you:- 

\ Rom. 3, 1 dod,would he ? 

Rrm. 4. Tl undertake, if a Cardinal -ſhould ſell Brandy, he'd 
be the richeſt man'm all Rowe. | 

Rom. 1. Til undertake then I'll find you one. ſhall do't. 


Enter the Dake of Saxony with Attendants, bearing in the dead body 
| of the Dutcheſs of Saxony. 


" Roms. 2. But ſee that which you call'd a Proceſſion looks more 
like a Funeral. » | ; 
'D, Szx. Oh, worthy Romans, here behold a ſight 
Will ll your Eyes with Tears, and Hearts with Grief ; 
And if this ſight alone ſhall fail to moye,.__ .... '-... 
For Deaths. are common in the Stretes of - Rome, .. 
Yet will the,Story, when unfolded, ſtrike 
You all with tudden horrour and amazement. 
Row. 1. Dad, he ſpeaks well. 
Sax. Say worthy Romans, . | 
If freely youll afford your Charity oY E Ry 
+ O: % 


4 *s 
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| RR PEE 
To an afflited Prince that preſt with griefs - 
pwn. ag lays by his Honours 5 | 
1d Titles to become your humble Suppliant. 
Rom. 2. Our humble Suppliant. Sy = 
Sax. Nor do I doubt, but when you have Heard my Story, 
You will afford your pity and revenge. _ | 
Rom. 1. Well Sir, 1 underſtand you are a Prince, and that 
your good Lady is dead, and you'd have us make her alive again. + 
We can do you nopood in 1t; *tis not every, man that lives in 
- Rome can do that Job, but if you'll ſpeak to. the Pope, or one of his 
Cardinals they'll do it for a word ſpeaking. | 
Sex. And is this all the attention you can give me ! 
Oh, Rome, how is thy wonted Braveneſs changed, 
Since thy Inhabitants at call of 4nthony 
Flock'd round' the Body of their murder'd Czfar; 
With Tears they waſh'd his Wounds, | 
And mixt a Deluge with his guſhing Blood ; 
Then ftarting from the Corps with noble rage, 
Revenge and Juſtice through the Streets they cryed. 
Oh, Romans, you will live to ſee that day - © 
When from your Roofs your Daughters will be dragg'd, 
Their Virgin Innocence abuſed with duſt, 
And thus broughthome a lamentable SpeQacle. 
Thus ſhall your Wives and Daughters all be raviſhed, 
 Diſhonour'd, Poylon'd. | ' DS 
Rom. 2. Why, has the Princeſs been ſo ſery'd! 
Rom.-1. So it ſeems, if yow'll believe a dead woman. 
| Sax. If this dear Beauty, bornof. Noble Blood, 
By Wedlock planted in a Prince's Boſom, 
Could not eſcape from Treaſon, vol and Death, 


How ſhall your Wives, your Daughters. and your Siſters, 
To whom no Awe;. nor Guard makes difficult approach. * 
Beſafe ; no, I preſage they ſhall be proftituted ul, 

Defiled; abuſed, torn up with impious'luſt ; 

And to conceal the wicked Aﬀors names, 

Be murdered as mine has been. : 

" Rom. 2. But, pray, Sir, if a man may be ſo bold, who was the 
Dog that did this plaguy Job ; by S. znzifred;my Fingers do. ſo 
itch to be at him. C:2 on, 

- EE Ku | | 
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| Rom. 1. Ay, do but tell us. where we may find the-Dog, and 
- we will roaft the Rogue: and make the Devil a Feaſt of him, 
Sax. I; that's the thing Iask, revenge, revenge me. 
And to.encourage you for this great deed ; 
"*Takethis, and this for your Reward, and Heayen 
And Juſtice for your Leaders. _ 
-_  Rom.1, Gold, Boys! 
Rom. 2. A noble worthy Prince, and we'll liveand die by him. 
Sax. But Gentlemen, when I haye recounted the ſtrange 
Actors, and the more ſtrange Villainy, . 
I fear the Story will appear ſo monſtrous 
That you'll ſcarce dare believe me. 
Rom. 2, How, not believe, and live at Rome. 
Rom. 1. Dowe believe in Images, and Relicks, and Holywater, 
and Miracles, and not believe an honeſt golden Prince ? - _ © | 
Sax. Then, generous Romans, know, 
I owe mine and this Beauteous Martyrs ruine 
'To your accurled Pope. | L. 
Rom. 1. The Pope! | IE 
Rom.2. The Pope ! : | DET 
Rom.-3. Take heed Sir, what you ſay ; the Pope ! 
But that you have greas'd us. in the fiſt, or elſe —— 
Udflid, the Pope ! Fon nog 
Sax, Nay, Romans, donot think I. utter ought - 
Againſt Rowes Majeſty, but Romes Ulurper ; ks 
. Not that great Office, and the bleſſed Prelacy, Eros 
But the accurit Impoſtor that profanes it : 
Oh; Gentlemen, that ſeeming Royal Head | 
To which you kneel and pray, . is. an abhorr'd, 
Loath'd Sorcereſs, a filthy rank Adultereſs, . 
A Woman damn'din Luſt, whilſt the vile Schriech Owt Ha 
Broods in the Neſt of Eagles.” | 
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£Znter T.orenzo. 


Zor. The murder'd Angc/izc, and the Saxon Ditke. | 
This Ground's too hot for me. | [ Offers to20. 
Sax, Stay Villain, ftay. js 
; Look 
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Look on that Martyr, and this Arm, and then 
Prepare thy-Soul for everlaſting Fire. 
Zor. 1will not fight with thee. 
Sax, Not fight! ' 
Art thou a Brute ſo rank, and yet ſo fearful. 
But dol talk, a Minutes life's too long. * - [ Fights. 
Lor.Thou haſt killd me,and Damnation thank thee tor't. [Dies. 
Sax. Thus far, bleſt Saint, thy great revenge ſucceeds. 


Enter Pope, Cardinals, Prieſts, and other Officers, as in form of 4 
pl 2 b, 
Proceſſion; | 


Pope. Zorenzo murder'd, andthat Saxon Baſilisk 
Alive, and in the head o'th? Multitude ! | | 
I am betrayed, undone. - .[ Aſae. 

Sax. Romans, Lords, Cardinals, to you I ſpeak, 

That brand of Hell --— ; 

Pope. Now by yon bright Omnipotence, _ 
Some black deſign againſt Romes awful Godhead. 

Sax. No, by yon bright Omnipotence I come 
For Juſtice, Juſtice againſt Romes Scarlet Whore: 

Pope. Dear adored Devil, ſave me but this once. 

Sax. Oh Romans, Rowes once ſhining Dignity 
And dazling Gloxy is eclipſed for eyer. 

Inſtead of Majeſty t'adorn a Throne, . 
That mitred Monſter is a Whore, Hag, Sorcerels. 

Pope. Heavens, can your Thunder ſleep, and tamely hear: 

Such Blaſphemies within the Walls of Roe. 

Card. t. Inhumane Inſolence, 

Card. 2. Exquiſite Traytor ! 

Sax. No, willful blind deluded Prelates, no, 
Eternity blaſt me, if the be nota Woman, 

And the moſt rank Damnation ever ſhaped. 
And to make up her loathed Abominations. 

By her contrivance was this Beauty 

Firſt raviſhed, and then murder'd : 

Whilſt th? Hell-burnt Luſt of the adult'rous Hag 


Within theſe blaſted Arms ſupplyed her Room. 7A 
Pope. 
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ope. Oh Rome, and Romans, leſt the wrath of Heaven 
Ma drain down Fire upon your guilty Heads : 
Upon the forfeit of your Souls revenge me. 

Sax. Revenge my W rongs, and this fair Martyrs Blood. 
Oh right the. Honour of Rows injured Majeſty, | 
And burn the Enchantreſs. 

Pope.. Oh right the Honour of Remes injured Majeſty, 
And ſeiſe the Heretick. [. Saxony draws, — 
. anakes at the Pope, but is diſarm” d by the people. 

All the Card. Burn, burn the Traytor. 

Zhe Rabble. Burn him, burn him, burn him. 

[ Exeunt the Rabble, forcing out Saxony to execution. 

Pope. This dread Encounter, (oh my ſtaggering frame ) 

Has looſen'd every Vein about my Heart, - 

And Lam all o'er Convulſions. But lead on, 

And end the Sacred Buſineſs of the day, h , 

His Treaſon ſtopt, but his Blood clears our way.  [ Exennt, 


The Scene open s, aud diſcovers a Stake and Fagg ots, with Prieſts with 
Lighted Torches to kindle the Fire, andthe Rakble hurrying SaX0- 


ny fo the Fire, 


| T5 Burn at a Stake; doom'd like a Slave, a Traytor ! 
Farewel thou Royal rank Church Whore, farewel, 
Live and reign on, yes hot Inchantreſs'live 
Romes univerſal Teeming, Fruitful Proftitute: 
Brood on Romes curſed Chair, brood like a hatching bo lisk : 
Entail thy Luſt t'a thouſand Generations, 
And warra the Neſt for all thy bloody- Succeſſors : 
May not that Beaſt of Prey, a Pope, ſucceed thee, 
But be thy Baſtard, Nor a Cell nor Cloyfter 
But be thy Brothel. 
And not a fawning Cardinal but thy Bawd : 
And leſt thy hopeful pr ogeny ſhoul fail, 
Mix thy black Luſt with ſome engendring Devil, 
And people thy curſt Rome with Imps and Goblins. 
And toemploy all Hells whole ſtock of Fire, - 


May all thy race be Wy Popes, Abbots, 
Monks, 


<f 7 o x i] ef =X FD __ " . 
> « 6 hl Gen T5" 2 8 EY Lake —_ 
} _ ou a « py 4 RL £ a. MS - 2 by 
pe - F n wc, s = = 
. Pres. - < Is £ Fo © 
? ; ? Sr be” ; £< I 
% < 


o 


2 Ez 
- Monks, Friars, Prieſts and all be damn'd together. SEE PER 
_  Rabble. Burn him, bura him. Eg, [ Score ſouts. . 
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Enter C. ardinals. 


Card, 1. By allthat's good, a Whore, a Witch, 
Confuſion ? Romes dread Majeſty transform'd 
Ta teeming Hag, and an abortive Baſtard ! 
Card. 2. Miſcarried in the Street, Yth* open face of day. . 
* . Card, 3. Frighted, nodoubt, with that Loves heQoring Duke : 
-'The puny, halt got, weak, untimely Baſtard = 
\ Fell from the brooding Fiend. 
Card. 4. Romes Royal Chair, | 
Once the bright Seat of Heavens great Deputies, 
Profaned and ſullied by a Whore, a Syren ; 
May this curſt day, and this more curled deed 
From Romes great Annals be for ever torn. 
Card. 1. No let her ſhame be branded to poſterity. 
Firſt be her Body into :7ber thrown, 
Then hers and her unſhapen Baſtards Image 
Be fix'd upon a Pyramid in Rome : - 
Andlaſtly, in all future times 
No Mitred Prelate in divine Proceſſion, 
Preſume to paſs through that deteſted Street 
Wherethis curſt Sorcereſs fell. . | 
Card. 2. But my good Brothers, 
How ſhall we guard our Mother Churches Brightneſs 
From new pollations ; fence: her holy Throne | 
From new Impoſtors: from all future Sorgeries ? 
Card. 1. OhBrothers, by immediate revelation, 
Touch'd with a Spark from-yon Celeſtial Orb, 5 
Pve have found that happy glorious great deſign, - - | 
For which our yet even unborn Heirs ſhall thank me. 
Card. 3. Oh ſpeak. | ' 
Card, x. Thus then the Coronation Porphyry, 
On which Romes inſtalled Biſhop, Heavens 
Lieutenant takes his great Commiſſion,' 
Shall thro! it have that ſubtle concave form'd 
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Thro? which a reverend. fatrons 
\>: Card. 2, Now by yon Stars inſpired by.ſe 
"0 gueſs: thy glorious purpoſ 
Card; 1. Now Devils we'tefie. 
_ Romes awful Throne ſhall be} prol 
; Put Whores and Bayy | 
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